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What's  Wrong  with  this  Picture? 

Observe  the  gentleman.  He's  trying  to  look  pleased,  but  wait 
till  he  attempts  to  straighten  himself  out.  He  is  a  victim  of 
Too  Much  of  a  Good  Thing  All  of  a  Sudden.  Next  time  he'll 
be  more  particular. 

You  feel  the  same  way  about  your  news.  You  don't  want 
everything  that  happened,  was  supposed  to  have  happened 
and  might  have  happened,  in  the  crowded  24  hours,  hurled  at 
your  head  like  a  cyclone  with  hydrophobia. 

You  appreciate  having  the  developments  of  the  day  presented 
in  a  dignified  form,  really  important  things  first.  The  truth 
brought  to  your  breakfast  table  in  a  manner  dictated  by 
moderation,  reason  and  consistency  will  probably  bear  the 
most  weight  with  you  in  the  long  run. 


Sane  and  Satisfactory — $6.00  delivered,  $5.00  by  mail 
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A/fo  Acc^oRi^foR 
The-  Jazz  O^wegTRA 
145  YoAlGe5i  Toronto 


Send  Or  Call  And  Ask  For  A 
Copt  Of  Our  Complete  Catalog 


"What  makes  your  father  so  stoop  shouldered?" 
"Getting  in  and  out  of  patrol  wagons."         — Banter. 


"Last  night  I  made  an  awful  mistake." 

"That  so?    How  come?" 

"I  drank  a  bottle  of  gold  paint." 

"How  do  you  feel  now?" 

"Guilty."  — Wasp. 

Teacher — "Concrete  is  that  which  can  be  seen,  ab- 
stract is  that  which  cannot  be  seen.  Now  give  me  an 
example  of  concrete." 

Pupil — "My  knickers." 

Teacher — "Good;  now  give  me  an  example  of  the 
abstract." 

Pupil — "Yours."  — Banter. 

Now  That  You  Ask  Me 

Now  that  you  ask  me 

I  don't  think 

The  Older  Generation 

Is  so  hot 

There  must  be  some  reason 

For  the  expression 

Dumb  as  a  Congressman 

They  razz  the  Banana  Song 

How  about  Yip-i-addy-i-aye 

They  danced  the  Virginia  Reel 

It's  got  all  the  earmarks 


Of  a  track  meet 

Except  when  two  people 

Drop  of  exhaustion 

There  was  no  time  for  conversation 

Dancing  to-day 

Is  a  liberal  education 

I  will  never  forget  the 

Last  Moo  Alpha  dance 

At  New  Haven 

And  the  man 

Who  told  me  all  about 

Thermo  dynamics 

Now  that  you  ask  me 

I  don't  think 

The  Older  Generation 

Is  so  hot. 


Purple  Cow. 


WATTS'   RAZOR    BLADES 

for  Cleaner,  Faster  Shaving 


MAoeiNSHErriRi.ft'j 

T£6TEOI.<HIABAMTCEd1 


"Watts"  Blades  represent  the  high- 
est possible  achievement  of  engin- 
esring  skill  and  long  experience. 
Made  of  genuine  Sheffield  steel  and 
f'nished  to  a  "super-keenness"  that 
makes  shaving  easier  and  faster. 
Money  refunded  if  not  entirely  sat- 
isfactory. 

Gillette-type,  $1.00  per  doz. ;  Auto- 
strop-type,  $1.20  per  doz.  Postpaid 
to  any  address  in  Canada.  (Or  send 
10c.  in  stamps  for  sample  blade). 


Occasional    stropping    w 
keep  lhr  keen  cutting  id: 

indefinite!!/. 

A.  W.  S.  JERVIS  -  18  Toronto  St.,  Toronto 

Canadian  Agent  for  John  Watts,  Sheffield,  England  (.1765) 
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Aided  by  creative  engineering,, 
unusual  self-containment  and  the 
most  stable  organization  of  auto- 
mobile   craftsmen  in  the  industry, 

Reo  has  developed  chassis  relia- 
bility to  a  point  equalled  only  by  a 


few  of  the  world's  fine  motor  cars. 

Complete  understanding  of  this 
fact  comes  only  after  years  of  owner- 
ship, because  Reo  inbuilds  more 
miles  of  service  than  the  average 
ownership-period  can  demonstrate. 


The  Reo  Gold  Standard  Coupe  provides  a  new  standard  of  comfort 
in  four-passen&er  models.  Luxuriously  upholstered  in  mohair  and 
generously  appointed.  Equipped  with  genuine  balloon  tires  andsteel 
disc  wheels.     Mounted  on  the  six-cylinder,  double-frame  chassis. 


REO    MOTOR    CAR    COMPANY    OF    CANADA,   LIMITED,    WINDSOR,   ONTARIO 
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Absent-minded  gentleman  who 
hears  a  familiar  tune  at  a  dance. 


taking  a  course  of  "Getting  Fit  by  Music 


Easter  Sunday 


"Forty-two-fifty !  I  know  that's  what  she  paid  for  it  because — " 
" — 't's  the  only  day  they  ever  do  go  to  church.  They — ,"  " — take 
the  white  of  an  egg,  some  lemon  juice,  sugar  and  about  enough  gin 
to — •"  " — see  what  that  is  across  the  street  with  Mrs.  Whippile — ," 
" — the  old  bore;  that  sermon  was  exactly  32  minutes  long.  — ," 
" — used  to  have  a  little  peace  around  the  house.  How  much  longer 
do  his  holidays  last?"  "Anyway  Snow,  when  I  was  a  boy — ," 
" — we  played  roulette  at  the  Hastings  till  about  3.30  and  then  went 
down  to  the  Venetian  to  have  something  to  eat.  They  tell  me 
that — ,"  " — the  Canon's  sermon  this  morning  was  extremely  force- 
ful. I  was  particularly  impressed  by  what  he  said  about — ,"  " — the 
little  blonde  in  the  chorus  of  the  show  down  at  the  Bijou,  who — ," 
" — was  in  the  British  Navy  during  the  war  when  I  heard  she  was 
engaged  to  him — ,"  " — I  said  'Do  you  really  think  so,  Miss  Hem- 
ingway?' and  she  said  'I  certainly  do,  Mrs.  Brownfield,'  so  I  said, 
'Well,  then,  if  that's  the  way  you  feel  about  it  there's  really  nothing 
more  to  be  said,  and  she  said  'Really'  and  I  said — ,"  "mama,  do 
Easter  bunnies  really  come  out  of  eggs?" 


"Say  It  With  Flowers."  I  have 
just  received  a  large  bunch  of  forget- 
me-nots  from  the  butcher. 


It  was  his  first  funeral  and  he  was 
moreover  excessively  polite.  When  the 
sad  ceremony  was  over  and  the  mourn- 
ers were  leaving  the  house  he  ap- 
proached the  window  and  exclaimed: 

"Mrs.  Jones,  I've  had  a  most  de- 
lightful time.  Thank  you  ever  so 
much." 

Youth    in   Danger,   to   the    Pro- 
tectors of  Innocence 

Shed  no  tear!    Oh  shed  no  tear! 
About  this   four-point-forty  beer. 
Weep  no  more !    Oh  weep  no  more ! 
And  fear  not  for  my  morals  for 
It  will  never  ruin  our  lives 
While  the  gay  bootlegger  thrives — 
Shed  no  tear. 


"My  father's  in  the  coal  business. 
"Oh.     What  branch?" 
"He  collects  the  ashes!" 
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©aHisbricalPoe^ 

by  hod  Jacob 


I  want  to  defend  the  man  who 
wrote  "The  Maple  Leaf  Forever."  It 
has  become  the  proper  thing  to  dis- 
parage those  verses,  for  one  reason  or 
another.  People  seem  to  forget  that  it 
is  a  historical  poem,  not  a  hysterical 
poem,  and  deals  with  facts  of  history, 
not  emotions.  The  purpose  of  historic- 
al poetry  is  to  recount  history.  I  con- 
tend that  you  could  not  sum  up  an 
entire  story  and  its  effects  more  com- 
pletely and  tersely  than  in  the  four 
lines, — 
"In  days  of  yore,  the  hero  Wolfe 

Britain's  glory  did  maintain, 
And  planted  firm   Britannia's  flag 

On  Canada's  wide  domain." 

You  might  have  found  a  more 
famous  poet  to  write  "The  Maple 
Leaf  Forever,"  but  not  a  more  effic- 
ient one.  Kipling  would  sacrifice 
everything  to  rhythm.  I  ask  you,  is 
rhythm  more  important  than  history?  I 
can  imagine  how  he  would  start  off, 

"Old  Quebec  was  ours  to  take — 

Deep  the  river  and  dark  the  night. 

Flag   of   England   for   your   sake, 

We  skirted  the  base  of  the  looming 

height 

Brooding    there    in    the    pale    starlight. 

Oh,   the  rocks  were  grim  and  cruel 

and  stark. 
Beyond   were   the   plains   of   Abra- 
ham, 
But  not  a  man  of  us  cared  a  damn 
We  scaled  the  cliff  in  the  dark." 

No  one  disputes  the  greatness  of 
Browning   as   a   poet,   but  you   cannot 


imagine  him  boiling  down  history  to 
a  quatrain  that  any  child  can  remem- 
ber. It  would  take  Browning  almost 
as  long  to  take  Quebec  as  it  took  the 
Kaiser  to  capture  Paris.  He  could  not 
be  expected  to  hurry  himself, — 

"We   could   not  know,   perchance  our 

guide  had  lied, 
We    feared   it    from   his   cunning   hate- 
ful eye; 
And  yet  he  said  the  landing  place  was 

nigh. 
Was  there  a  road  to  scale  the  moun- 
tain   side, 
So   we   could    plant   our    flag   upon 

the  tower? 
All  fraught  with  terror  was  the  lag- 
ging hour. 
Nor  did  we  dare  to  ask  the  skin  clad 

skull, 
Lest  he  should  jeer  and  tell  us  of  the 

snare. 
Oh,  how  we  hated  him  as  he  sat  there. 
Dull,    dark    the    night,    the    river    dark 
and  dull. 
On  what  wild  errand  was  our  party 

bent? 
Had  we  misread  the  horrid  brute's 

intent?" 
And  even  then  he  would  not  yet  be 
really   started. 

There  is  another  type  of  poet  who 
can  see  a  historical  incident  only  as 
a  background  for  a  little  bit  of  fiction, 
originating  in  the  author's  brain.  How 
would  you  like  to  have  Mrs.  Hemans 
serving  up  the  Fall  of  Quebec  in  her 
characteristic  manner? 
"A  Frenchman  stood  in  old  Quebec, 

From  whence  he  should  have  fled; 
The  fighting  forces  were  a  wreck; 

"Mon  Dieu,"  he  sadly  said. 
And  yet  he  thought  it  best  to  stay, 

For  any  child  must  know 
He  had  no  chance  to  run  away — 
There  was  no  place  to  go! 


Hang    up    your    sword,    stay    in    that 

place, 

Toil  on,  O  gallant  man, 
For  you  will  found  a  mighty  race — 

The  French-Canadian." 

How  about  Thomas  Hardy?  I  can 
imagine  Hardy  annoying  the  organ- 
ized patriots  of  Canada  with  a  poem 
that  could  not  be  sung  to  the  tune  of 
"The  Maple  Leaf  Forever." 
"  'They  run,'    they  said.     And   as  he 

drew 
His  breath,   blood-strangled,   he  could 

still 
Think  of  the  task  he  had  to  do; 
'Who  run?'  he  asked.    The  power  of 

will 
Upheld  him  while  he  heard,  and  then 
He  fell  back  dead  among  his  men. 
And  in  the  crowded  streets  nearby 
Another  leader  fought  for  life — 
His  soldiers  knelt  to  watch  him  die. 
Two  heroes  dead,  long  years  of  strife; 
Oh,  how  the  cynic  gods  must  smile  .  .  . 
Now,  giggling  tourists  pause  a  while 
To  ask  a  stupid  guide  to  tell 
Just   who   was    who,    and   where    they 

fell." 

The  modern  poets  are  the  most  baf- 
fling of  all.  If  Rabindranath  Tagore 
was  a  Canadian;  if  he  belonged  to 
the  Authors'  Association  and  had  a 
union  card  permitting  him  to  publish 
things;  and  if  the  Conquest  moved  his 
genius  to  song,  it  would  probably  be 
along  these  lines, — 

"The  night  was  dark  when  down  the 
river  came  our  boats,  O  sturdy  pines 
do  you  remember? 

There  were  no  women  waiting  with 
their  water  jars,  for  midnight  lay 
a  deadly  curtain  on  the  city, 

And  not  a  woman  ventured  from  the 
gateway, — even  in  the  daytime  the 
town  pump  got  their  preference. 
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The  wind  had  stirred  the  branches  and  the  slopes  were 
sighing  in  the  inky  waters. 

Two  ducks  swam  by  the  reedy  margin,  but  none  of  us 
could  see  them  in  the  darkness. 

How  did  we  know  that  they  were  there?  Oh,  that  is 
something  that  I  will  not  tell  you. 

O  boatman,  should  not  the  ducks  have  known  there  was 
no  danger?  For  we  were  soldiers  sweeping  down 
upon  a  doomed  sity,  not  hunters  watching  for  a  sleep- 
ing wildbird." 

What  is  the  point  of  these  musings  in  the  realm  of 
unwritten  verse?  My  one  purpose  is  to  remind  you  that 
there  is  nothing  so  bad,  even  in  the  line  of  poetry,  that 
it  could  not  be  worse.  When  you  feel  critical  of  the 
literary  quality  of  "The  Maple  Leaf  Forever,"  think 
of  its  laudable  brevity,  and  then  of  its  historic  com- 
pleteness. Finally,  remind  yourself  of  what  might  have 
been. 


A  certain  young  man  from  Minhonnet 

Saw    a    pumpkin    with    green    roses    on    it. 

He  said,   "Oh,  my  gees! 

I  have  got  the  D.  T.'s!" 

But  'twas  only  a  new  Easter  bonnet. 


House  Parties  Are  Such  Fun 

House  parties  are  such  a  lot  of  fun. 

Everything  about  them  is   funny. 

The   fellow  who  thinks  up  all   the  tricks  to  play   upon 

the  others  is  especially  funny. 
And  the  more  annoying  the  tricks   are,   the   funnier  the 

fellow  is. 
At  some  house  parties  no  one  knows  anyone  except  the 

host  and  hostess. 
At  others  they  don't  even  know  the  host  or  hostess. 
And  the  host  and  hostess  are  usually  funny  people. 
Particularly  those  who  map  out  just  how  everyone  will 

spend  the  time  during  each  minute  of  the  day. 
People   look   funny   on  a   house  party. 
And  their  behavior  is  often  very  funny. 
The  guest  who  plays  golf  in  the  library  with  an  umbrella 

and  an  orange  is  funny. 
And  the  one  who  upsets  the  goldfish  aquarium  into  the 

punch  bowl. 
And  the  one  who  tells  "funny"  stories  during  lunch. 
Only  he  doesn't  know  it. 
House  parties  are  such  a  lot  of  fun. 

— Andre  Saville. 


Mrs.  Henpeque:    "It  says  here  that  this  new  elixir  of  life  Will  make 
Mr.  Henpeque:  "If  I  were  a  bachelor  I'd  buy  a  bottle." 


man  live  for  200  years." 
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Alf  (shipwrecked) :    "  'Ow  far  would  yer  say  land  was.  Bill?" 

Bill:    "Mile  an    'arf,  I  reckon.    'Ow  far  can  yer  swim?" 

Alf:  "I  can  only  manage  a  mile.  Bill." 

Bill:    "Then  we'll  just  do  it  between  us.    I  can  swim  'arf  a  mile. 


Everybody  Knows  About   Spring 

The  snow  is  beginning  to  melt; 

It  lies  soft  in  the  wet  street 

Like  brown  sugar. 

There  is  a   musical   drip,  drip,   from   the  roofs. 

Roofs  once  white  with  snow  and  moonlight, 

The  air  is  fresh,  clean,  exciting! 

It  is,  of  course,  spring. 

Everybody  knows  about  spring. 

Oh,  yes. 

In  the  spring  lambs  come  out  and  frisk, 

In  the  spring  poets  go  out  into  the  fields  and  get  their 

feet  wet. 
Everybody  knows  about  spring. 
Spring  is,  in  fact,  a  very  commonplace  affair. 
To  avoid  being  boring  don't  mention  it. 
Somebody  may  take  you  for  a  poet 
Or  something. 

And  yet, 

I,  who  have  never  seen  young  lambs  outside  of  a  butcher 

shop 
Nor  even  a  mad  poet  in  a  marshy  meadow. 
Want  to  raise  the  roof. 


Want   to  play   hide   and  seek   with   the   fat  traffic   cop 

at  the  intersection, 
Want  to  go  over  to  the  island   and  look  goofy  at  the 

swans. 
Spring  is  about  99  per  cent,   over  proof  spirits. 
It  ought  to  be  prohibited. 

— /.   E.    McDougall. 

Father's  Easter  Lament 

Oh,  Easter  Day!  Oh,  Easter  Day! 
Day  when  the  Mrs.  and  misses  play 
With  their  new  chapeaux 
Which  their  husbands  and   beaux 
Must  admire   for  peace  on  Easter-day. 

My  house  looks  like  a  milliner's  shop — 
Modiste's  establishment,  florist-shop. 

When  I  think  of  the  bills 

I  shiver  with  chills. 
Oh,  where,  oh,  when,  is  it  going  to  stop? 

I  suppose  it  will  stop  in  a  week  or  so, 

My  daughter  must  go  back  to  school,  I  know. 

But  meantime  the  noise 

And  the  visiting  boys 
Will  probably  drive  me  to  Mexico. 
Amen. 
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Character  Reading  at  a  Glance 

A  Pocket  Guide  to  Handwriting 

nr  HERE'S    really    nothing    mysterious    about    reading 
one's  character  by  means  of  one's  handwriting.     In 
truth,   it's   the   simplest   thing   in   the   world.     Take   the 
following  extract  from  a  letter,  for  example: 

/fall    /^^': 


JttZcZ  4^£**~ 


f 


It  is,  at  once,  obvious  from  the  peculiar  formation  of 
the  letter  "t,"  that  the  intention  of  the  writer  is  of  a 
mercenary  nature.  The  strokes  are  bold  and  upright, 
signifying  that  something  is  solicited  from  the  recipient — 
something,  shall  we  say,  in  the  shape  of  a  donation?  It 
is  not  at  all  unlikely  that  money  may  be  the  object  of 
this  missive. 

Or  let  us  study  the  bit  we  here  present: 


/V*-*- 


V- 


This  is  evidently  an  excerpt  from  a  note  of  recom- 
mendation, presented  by  a  female  domestic,  as  indicated 
by  the  labored  script.  Some  doubt  may  be  rightly  ex- 
pressed as  to  its  author.  It  is  true  that  spelling  is  rapidly 
becoming  a  lost  art  in  the  loftier  paths  of  life,  which 
would  readily  account  fo  rthe  slight  orthographic  errors, 
yet  we  cannot  help  feeling  that  the  writer  was  none 
other  than  the  menial,  herself.  Observe  the  quaint  spac- 
ing of  the  words,  in  itself  a  confession  of  guilt.  And 
carefully  note  the  odd  character  of  the  letter  "o"  in 
"sober." 

Still  another  admirable  specimen,  as  a  clue  to  the 
nature  of  the  writer,  is  the  following  fragment: 


Tt<7-v-»     •vw^e-'-'O 


From  the  upward  sweeps  and  wavy  motions  of  the 
alternate  letters,  it  is  clear  that  the  epistle  is  one  convey- 
ing thanks.  Whether  they  be  sincere  or  not,  is  quite 
another  matter.  The  supposition  is,  of  course,  that  they 
are  not.  The  author  has  apparently  been  in  the  country, 
as  demonstrated  by  the  healthy  formation  of  the  letters 
"e"  and  "k."  Observe  the  rounded  style,  a  character- 
istically rural  touch.  — Charles  C.  Shaw. 
*       *       * 

Souvenir 

I  shall  forget  your  voice 
In  a  little  while 
And  the  quick  wakening 
Of  your  smile. 

I   shall   forget  your  eyes 
In  other  lands 
And  the  swift  touching 
Of  our  hands. 

There  shall  be  no  remembrance 
Of  the  way 

The  dream  of  you  walked  with  me 
Through  the  day. 

You  shall  be  gone 

Forever,  dear,  and  yet 

The  florist  and  the  taxi  company,  the 

Jeweler  and  the  ledger-keeper  at  the  bank 

Won't  let 

Me  quite  forget. 

— Stephen  Moon. 


OiX«cA^—  jig 


A-*> 


Old  Lady:  "Oh,  Mr.  Spivoins,  I  am  so  glad  to  see 
you;  I'm  in  such  trouble.  Do  tell  me  the  name  of  a 
Hebrew  king  of  three  letters,  the  middle  one  of  which  is 

'RT 


10 


C9DLIN 


School  Teacher:    "What  animal  has  the  greatest  fondness  for  man?" 
Bright  Pupil:  "Woman." 


Criticisms  on  Style 


Oliver  Q.  Howdie:  It  was  in  the  summer  of  nineteen 
six  that  I  first  came  to  know  Howdie  well.  I  was  from 
the  first  impressed  with  the  highly  developed  style  of 
this  great  artist  in  words.  I  found  him  full  of  idiom 
peculiar  to  himself.  For  instance,  take  his  repeated  use 
of  the  word  "Fire."  Several  of  the  boys  would  be 
gathered  about  the  bar  sipping  their  drinks,  Howdie 
among  them.  With  a  quick  wrist  movement  showing 
strongly  the  Western  influence,  he  would  drain  his  glass. 
He  would  then  shout,  "Fire!"  As  the  boys  rushed  for 
the  exit  the  same  agile  wrist  movement  would  be  repeated 
again  and  again.  How  well  he  appreciated  the  effect  of 
repetition!  Another  peculiar  feature  of  this  writer's 
style  was  that  immediate'y  following  the  above  pro- 
cedure he  invariably  landed  on  his  left  side  and  usually 
the  other  side  of  the  gutter. 

Cyrus  Ceefen:  This  writer  of  the  now  moribund  Ro- 
mantic School  always  impressed  me  with  the  leisurely 
beauty  of  his  style.  Seizing  his  glass  at  a  point  near  the 
base  he  would  describe  a  graceful  arc  before  it  touched 
his  lips.  As  he  grew  older  he  yielded  to  the  decadents 
and  was  wont  to   add   such  ornament   as   an  occasional 


parabola,  and  sometimes  toward  the  end  of  an  evening 
geometric  figures  of  unintelligible  intent,  probably  bor- 
rowed from  the  Rosicrusians  (as  the  old  Wickson 
Avenue  gang  were  called.)  Oft  of  a  winter's  night  I 
have  watched  Geefen  going  home  tracing  these  same 
weird  fantasies  in  the  new  fallen  snow. 

Simon  Pauller  Paulter:  The  laziness  of  genius  is  the 
only  excuse  for  the  sloppiness  of  his  style.  He  seldom 
raised  his  elbow  from  the  bar.  In  this  manner  he  man- 
aged to  acquire  an  easy  pivotal  motion  attaining  great 
speed.  He  worked  hard  and  far  into  the  night  and  I 
often  think  accomplished  more  in  this  way  than  his  more 
meticulous  confreres.  Though  of  great  assistance  in  lift- 
ing the  heavy  ones,  his  manner  was  a  constant  source  of 
worry  to  his  wife  and  delight  to  his  tailor,  as  the  elbow 
of  his  right  sleeve  seldom  lasted  a  season.  Finally  his 
wife  used  leather  patches  with  the  result  that  when  the 
bar  was  wet  his  input  was  increased  over  fifty  per  cent. 

David  Ezeman  Heeler:  Simple  and  direct  was  his 
style.  "Six  beers,"  he  would  say  as  he  rolled  in.  With 
the  six  mugs  before  him  he  would  lay  his  watch  on  the 
(Continued  on   page  42.) 
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The  prohibition  question  in  the  leading  English- 
speaking  province  of  Canada  is  rapidly  metamorphosiz- 
ing  from  the  quiet  comedy  which  it  has  been  for  the  last 
five  or  six  years  into  an  uproarious  farce.  The  Ontario 
Temperance  Act  has  never  been  a  piece  of  legislation 
which  any  intelligent  man  took  very  seriously,  except, 
perhaps,  when  he  was  nettled  by  the  unnecessary  red 
tape  he  encountered  in  procuring  his  supplies.  But  now, 
with  the  province  dividing  about  51  to  49  on  the  ques- 
tion of  whether  or  not  the  O.  T.  A.  should  be  con- 
tinued and  the  Premier  and  his  cabinet  attempting  to 
please  everybody  by  giving  the  wets  4.4  per  cent,  beer, 
and  telling  the  prohibitionists  at  the  same  time  that  this 
is  going  to  help  their  cause,  the  situation  is  extremely 
ludicrous. 

No  one  believes,  for  a  minute,  that  all  the  liquor  re- 
leased from  the  various  government  dispensaries  through- 
out the  province  is  really  for  medicinal  purposes.  If  the 
government  itself  believed  it,  it  surely  would  not  want 
to  make  such  an  exorbitant  profit  as  it  is  making  out  of 
the  sick  and  ailing  of  the  province.  To  charge  an  in- 
valid four  dollars  and  a  half  plus  a  two  dollar  doctor's 
fee  for  a  bottle  of  medicine  which  can  be  produced  for 


a  very  small  fraction  of  that  sum  is  certainly  not  char- 
itable, to  say  the  least.  In  fact,  if  the  dual  status  of 
these  medical  prescriptions  were  not  tacitly  recognized, 
no  government  would  dare  to  attempt  such  an  imposi- 
tion, for  it  would  raise  a  howl  which  could  be  heard 
from  one  end  of  the  province  to  the  other.  But  every- 
body has  a  pretty  good  idea  of  the  functions  of  the 
dispensaries,  so  there  is  no  howl. 

An  Act  which  allowed  the  sale  in  case  lots  of  20 
per  cent,  to  30  per  cent,  native  wine  and  forbade  the 
sale  of  5  per  cent,  beer  would  appear  funny  to  almost 
any  one  except  a  politician.  The  native  wines  of  Ontario 
are  excellent  drinks  and  under  a  beneficent  O.  T.  A. 
they  are  getting  finer  every  year,  but  to  argue  that  there 
is  some  moral  virtue  in  them,  alcoholic  though  they  are, 
just  because  they  are  grown  in  the  province,  some  moral 
virtue  lacking  in  other  beverages,  is  to  talk  nonsense. 

And  now,  despite  the  fact  that  last  year  Ontario's 
consumption  of  hard  liquor  was  away  ahead  of  1923, 
and  despite  the  fact  that  the  native  wine  industry  is 
thriving  as  never  before,  there  are  prospects  of  a  first 
class  political  fight  this  year  over  whether  beer  shall 
contain  2.5  per  cent,  or  4.4  per  cent,  alcohol. 

It  is  to  laugh! 
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The  Queen  of  the  Ball 

Mazie  is  the  queen  of  the  ball 
Wednesdays    and    Saturdays     at    the 

Good  Times  Social  Club 
Over  the  Orange  Hall. 
Mazie    wears    a    long    black    evening 

dress 
That  clings  to  her  slender  figure, 
And  the  lure  of  it  is  not  one  wit  less 

enthralling 
That  the  fabulous  gowns  of  la  Rene 

de  Saba 
In  the  Golden  Courts  of  Solomon, 
Than    the    diaphanous     draperies    of 

Circe, 
Than  the  robes  of  Cleopatra   .    .    . 
Mazie  dances  with  the  grace  of 

Salome ; 
Where  she  stands  she  is  almost  hidden 

by  her  suitors  with  the  wide-skirted 

coats  and  the  Jazz-bo  ties; 
For  her  lips  are  red  and  petulant 
And   her   dark  eyes   are   as   cold   and 

proud    as    those    of    the     Empress 

Theodora, 
Wednesdays    and    Saturdays    at    the 

Orange  Hall   .    .    . 
Daytimes     Mazie     wraps     parcels     at 

Gimpton's. 
She  wears  her  last  year's  evening  dress. 
Mazie's  home  isn't  so  much  to  look  at 
And  the  old  man's  usually  tight  on  the 

door  step, 
So  she  always  makes   her  boy-friends 

let  her  out  at  the  corner. 
But  Wednesdays  and  Saturdays  .    .    . 

*  *       * 
The  Critic 

Ennui  overspreads  his  face 
And  he  murmurs,  with  a  flourish, 
That  the  plot  is  commonplace 
And  the  acting's  amateurish. 

—CCS. 

*  *       * 

Once  Upon  a  Time 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  man 
who  got  all  wrought  up  about  this 
prohibition  you've  probably  heard 
about  and  censorship  too.  He  wrote 
letters  to  the  papers  about  it  all  and 
got  up  and  addressed  public  meetings 
demanding  that  all  sorts  of  things  be 
cut  out.  Well,  he  felt  so  strongly  that 
by  and  by  he  wrote  a  book  about  it 
but  the  book  was  full  of  such  strong 
language  that  the  police  stepped  in  and 
forbade  its   sale.     Then  he   was   mad. 


Hostess:  "We  had  to  leave  because  my  husband  couldn't  stand  the  hi 
New  Rich  Visitor:  "Really?    Our  folks  would  have  stayed  no  matter 
it  cost." 


altitude." 
how  much 


Visitor:    "Your  Housemaid  seems  very  quiet!" 

Lady  of  the  House:    "Yes,  she  doesn't  even  disturb  the  dust!' 
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The  Optimist. 


News  From  the  North- West 


A  deplorable  condition  is  setting  in  in  this  hard  boiled 
north-western  country  of  ours.  If  it  continues  Heaven 
alone  knows  what  will  become  of  the  writer  who  fattens 
on  stories  of  what  John  V.  A.  Weaver  calls  the  great 
open  mouthed  spaces.    Most  embarrassing,  I  assure  you. 

Time  was  when  a  winter  was  not  considered  a  winter 
at  all  out  here  around  Winnipeg  unless  at  least  two 
dozen  packs  of  wolves  descended  upon  the  city  and 
chased  the  Mayor  and  Charlie  Brown's  whiskers  up  a 
telegraph  pole.  Now  even  the  wolves,  as  well  as  the 
winters,  are  not  what  they  used  to  be. 

Yet  it  is  barely  justice  to  lay  the  whole  blame  upon 
either  the  wolves  or  the  winters.  The  latter  certainly 
does  the  best  it  can  to  oblige.  The  inhabitants  are  as 
much  to  blame  as  any  other  factor.  That  is,  the  quaint 
habits  they  have  grabbed  off  from  the  movies  and 
Sunday  supplements. 

Can  you  conceive  of  any  self-respecting  wolf,  or 
clan  of  wolves  (the  regulation,  completed,  in  six  instal- 
ments, hair  raising  kind)  swooping  upon  people  garbed 
in  spats?    Or  carrying  off  women  with  bobbed  hair? 


I  have  it  on  the  authority  of  the  oldest  authority  that 
a  pack  which  regularly  (see  Chicago  Herald-Examiner) 
used  to  descend  upon  the  city  and  chase  a  troop  of  the 
R.N.W.M.P.  up  the  flagpole,  has  definitely  ceased 
using  this  country  for  prowling  purposes.  And  solely  on 
account  of  the  lamentable  habits  of  the  people.  Two 
winters  ago  they  made  a  raid  and  were  confronted  by 
a  male  wearing  pearl  grey  spats  who  scattered  ash  over 
them  from  a  long  purple  cigarette  holder. 

Placing  tails  between  their  legs  they  fled  to  Portage 
la  Prairie,  howling,  my  informant  tells  me,  most  pit- 
eously.  Since  when  they  have  never  returned,  preferring 
— again  I  rely  upon  my  ancient — straight  starvation  to 
a  slow  death  from  malnutriton  resulting  from  a  steady 
^  diet  of  the  present  inhabitants. 

— John  Hurley. 
*       *       * 

A  telephone  girl,  following  an  automobile  accident 
^recently,  was  unconscious  for  three  days.  It  is  reported 
■that  her  first  words  upon  regaining  consciousness  were 
|"The  line  is  busy." 
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The  Man:  "I  paid  five  dollars  to  a  fortune  teller  yesterday.    She  described  you  exactly  and  said  We  should  be  married 

within  a  year." 
The  Cirl:    "How  extravagant  you  are!    I  could  have  told  you  that  for  nothing!" 
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So  Bohemian 


«<np,HE,  trouble  with  the  Old  Masters,"  the  pale 
I  young  man  with  the  long,  curly  hair  was 
saying  between  puffs  at  a  coffee-colored  cigar- 
ette, "is  that  they  were  woefully  lacking  in  imagina- 
tion. Their  entire  scope  was  so  limited."  And  he  hung 
upon  the  adverb.  Stale  tobacco  smoke  and  "art"  filled 
the  air. 

"So  painfully  limited,"  echoed  the  middle-aged  fe- 
male with  the  imitation  jade  ear-rings,  who  sipped  a 
doubtful  liqueur  from  a  hand-decorated  tea  cup. 

"They  proceeded  upon  the  proposition,"  continued 
the  pale  young  man — and  he  paused  to  survey  his  audi- 
ence, "that  hair  shirts  produced  pain  and  suffering, 
whereas  we  realize  to-day  that  pain  and  suffering  are 
brought  about  by  only  the  filmiest  of  materials." 

"Suffering,"  murmured  a  sloppy-looking  individual 
with  a  frowsy  Van  Dyke  board,  "is  simply  another 
name  for  self-pity." 

Allenby  fidgeted  in  his  seat  and  sighed;  the  conver- 
sation bored  him  most  horribly.  Even  the  three  ponies 
of  Cointreau,  secured  after  considerable  ado,  had  failed 
to  produce  the  slightest  glow,  and  his  gaze  wandered 
from  the  anaemic  visage  of  the  curly-chaired  youth  to  a 
three-quarter  crayon  sketch  bearing  the  legend: 
"Vertige." 

Then  it  traveled  downward  till  it  rested  upon  the 
delicate  physiognomy  of  a  young  woman  with  violet 
eyes  and  straight  black  hair.  She  was  smiling  somewhat 
absurdly  and  pretending  to  smoke  a  cigarette.  About 
her  shoulders  was  draped  a  plain  silk  muffler,  while  a 
little  white  collar  adorned  her  simple  suit  of  blue  serge. 
The  longer  he  looked,  the  more  enchanting  she  seemed. 

Away  she  puffed,  but  not  a  vestige  of  smoke  ap- 
peared; the  cigarette  had  obviously  gone  out.  Allenby 
rose  and  crossed  the  room. 

"May  I?"  he  inquired,  striking  a  match  from  the  box 
he  carried  in  his  pocket. 

"Oh,  thanks." 

Half  amused,  half  surprised,  she  leaned  forward  to 
approach  the  light  and  glanced  upward.  She  was  even 
lovelier  than  he  had  at  first  fancied. 

"Won't  you  sit  down?"  she  invited,  moving  over 
towards  the  wall,   "there's  plenty  of  room." 

Allenby  grinned  and  flopped  into  the  proffered  seat. 

"This  is  much  nicer,"  he  said,  "and  ever  so  much 
more  comfortable."  A  wobbly  lamp-shade  caught  him 
in  the  ear,  and  his  knees  bumped  against  a  rickety  table. 

Across  the  room  the  discussion  continued.  The  Rus- 
sians were  the  only  modern  Europeans  who  really  under- 
stood the  philosophy  of  the  arts,  and,  after  all,  they 
were  really  Orientals;  satire  had  perished  in  France 
with  Voltaire;  and  the  one  interesting  group  to-day  in 
England  spent  none  of  their  time  in  that  country. 
America  was  a  precocious  child  that  had  never  learned 
its  A-B-C,  but  was  already  translating  Czecho-Slovak. 


"We  live  in  an  age,"  sighed  a  spectacled  fellow  with 
side-burns  and  a  flowing  tie,  "that  knows  nothing  of  its 
predecessors  and  knows  that  nothing  well.  It  is  its  one 
redeeming  feature." 

Epigram     followed     epigram;     aphorism     succeeded 
aphorism;  the  world  of  art  was  dissected,  criticized,  re- 
constructed.   Allenby  yawned  and  finished  his  Cointreau. 
II 

"It  is  tiresome,  isn't  it?"  whispered  the  violet-eyed 
girl  at  his  side.  Readily  he  agreed  and  edged  closer  to 
her.  She  fitted  his  mood  precisely;  she  was  thoroughly 
sympathetique.  Yes,  another  cigarette  would  help  mat- 
ters enormously.  And  wouldn't  she  have  one,  too?  What 
a  stroke  of  luck  it  was  to  have  discovered  such  a  charm- 
ing companion!     He  was  already  dreadfully  smitten. 

"What  do  you  say,"  he  murmured  beneath  his 
breath,  "to  a  getaway?  I  know  a  place  we  could  go 
and  dance  for  a  while.    I  think  you'd  like  it." 

A  look  of  delight  passed  across  the  girl's  face.  "I'd 
love  to,"  she  said,  "but  how  can  we  leave,  now?" 

"Oh,  tell  them  anything.  I'll  slip  out  quietly  and 
wait  for  you  downstairs  in  the  vestibule." 

"I'll  try,"  she  nodded  eagerly. 

Someone  had  begun  to  recite  a  snatch  of  vers  libre — 
an  adaptation  from  the  Flemish,  it  was  announced — 
and  a  ripple  of  "Ah's"  passed  around  the  room. 

Nonchalantly,  Allenby  strode  over  to  a  corner,  where 
he  appeared  to  be  highly  intrigued  in  a  water-color  that 
embellished  a  niche  in  the  wall,  and  he  stopped  to  ex- 
amine an  ash-tray  of  beaten  brass.  Several  bits  of 
Bristol  glass  likewise  occupied  his  attention  for  a  mo- 
ment or  two;  then  he  slowly  disappeared  through  the 
door.    Not  a  soul  had  observed  his  exit. 

"I  know  it's  dreadful  of  me  to  rush  off  so  early," 
and  the  violet  eyes  looked  sincerely  sorry,  "but  I  do 
have  to  be  up  at  dawn  to  catch  a  train  to  the  country, 
so  I  know  you'll  forgive  me.  No,  please  don't  bother. 
I'll  pick  up  a  taxi  around  the  block.  It's  been  such 
fun."  And  waving  a  pretty  farewell,  she  followed  in 
Allenby's  immediate  wake.  In  the  street,  he  told  her, 
"You're  a  darling." 

Ill 

Although  the  Club  de  Pigalle  was  packed  to  the 
coat-room,  the  couple  managed  to  secure  a  table,  and, 
what  was  much  more,  a  quart  of  "very  old"  Scotch 
whiskey.  Ecstatically  they  gazed  in  each  other's  eyes 
and  giggled. 

"Tea  for  two 
And  two  for  tea 
Me  for  you 

And  you  for  me — ".  .  .  . 
warbled  the  fellow  at  the  piano,  while  the  leader-vio- 
linist began  performing  a  few  fancy  shuffles  of  his  own 
invention.  There  was  laughter  in  the  air;  there  was 
gaiety  galore;  everyone  was  out  for  frolic.  Here  and 
there  a  partie  carree  joined  hands  around  a  table  and 
(Continued  on  page  iO) 
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Nunc  Dimitis 

"Gentlemen,"  thus  the  professor, 
"That  will  be  all  for  to-day." 
Business  of  shuffling  and  scuffling. 
Putting  of  note  books  away, 
Business  of  leaving  the  classroom, 
Business  of  reaching  the  air, 
Business  of  laughing  and  shouting, 
Finding   the  out-of-doors   fair. 

Years  have  gone  by,  the  professor 
Doddering,   doting   and   grey 
Still  tells  irreverent  classes, 
"That  will  be  all  for  to-day." 
Folds  his  worn  notes  in  his  pocket, 
Wearily  stumbles  his  way 
Over  the  dusk  dreaming  campus 
Counting  his  miserable  pay. 

Weary  of  minds  that  are  vacant, 
Wishing  for  peace  and  for  rest, 
Dreaming   of   shackles   discarded, 
Wishing  the  wish  that  is  best 
That  some  day  an  angel  will  tap  him 
Soft  on  the  shoulder  and  say, 
"Mr.  Scholasticus  Thompson, 
That  will  be  all  for  to-day!" 

— Aid  en  Daniels. 

*       *       * 

Pan  in  the  City 

Deep  in  the  forest  of  buildings. 

Where  the  fire  escapes  cling  like  creepers 

Up  the  trunks  of  the  sky-scrapers, 

Where  the  magazine  stores  blossom,  red,  gold  and  blue, 

I  have  seen  Pan. 

Pan  plays  when  the  spring  comes  and  his  nymphs  dance. 

Gay  on  the  pavements 

Oh,  his  nymphs  they  are  young,  they  are  fresh, 

Though  their  faces  are  dirty. 

Pan  plays  and  his  eyes  flash. 

Turning   tlie  crank. 

— /.    E.    McDougall. 


She:    "A  little  bird  told  me  you  were  going  to  pro- 
pose to  me  to-day." 

He:  "That  little  bird  must  have  been  a  little  cuckoo." 
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Pipe  Down 
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Gladys  (back  from  the  dance):    "Sh-h-h!     There's  father  waiting  up  for  me — for  goodness  sake  don't  wake  him!' 
Reginald  (a  little  confused)   "Certainly  not!    But  why  d-d-didn't  you  tell  me  he  was  a  Chinaman?" 
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Extracts  From  the  Diary  of 
a  Euphemist 

Quarter  before  three-Post  Merid- 
ian, and  I  am  still  within  the  confines 
of  my  couch,  wholly  unable  to  move 
a  muscle.  My  poor  head  pounds  at 
the  rate  of  three  thumps  to  the  second. 
This  I  attribute  to  the  Turkish  coffee 
I  engaged  in  at  dinner  last  nighti. 
And  I  am  positive  these  long  black 
cigars  were  responsible  for  my  heavily 
coated  tongue. 

But  the  thirst  that  overwhelms  me. 
The  thirst!  But,  of  course!  The 
salt  in  my  soup.  As  for  my  eyes, 
everything  I  behold  is  blurred  and  out 
of  drawing.  And  how  puffy  they 
are!  Must  have  caught  cold  on  the 
way  home. 

Apparently  a  strange  fatigue  over- 
came me  for  I  went  to  bed  fully  clad. 
I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  doing  this. 
And  why  is  my  nose  so  rosy?  I  have 
it!  The  strawberries  at  supper.  Un- 
questionably the  strawberries.  Those 
shooting  pains  throughout  my  abdom- 
enal  region  I  feel  sure  are  one  of  La 
Grippe's  early  symptoms. 

Ah!     Here  is  the  medico. 

*  *       * 

He  tells  me  that  some  Bromo 
Seltzer  and  a  Turkish  bath  will  make 
me  feel  like   a  different  man. 

I  wonder.  — CCS. 

*  *       * 

A  Bachelor's  Query 

Why  is  it  that  a  man  will  invari- 
ably behold  the  most  fetching  of  fe- 
males when  in  a  state  of  extreme  hang- 
over?— a  condition  wholly  uncondu- 
cive  to  the  conquest  of  femininity.  He 
is  unsteady,  shaky,  unsure  of  himself. 
His  hands  tremble  and  his  knees  per- 
form curious  pranks.  His  head  throbs; 
his  tongue  is  coated;  the  roof  of  his 
mouth  is  like  parchment.  And  yet. 
the  percentage  of  dainty  maids  he 
glimpses  under  such  circumstances  is 
a  far  higher  one  than  that  he  will  view 
under  a  more  normal  aspect.  On  the 
contrary,  this  same  fellow  in  the  pink 
of  trim,  with  the  joyful  optic  well 
peeled,  may  tramp  the  town  for  many 
a  tedious  hour  before  he  is  apt  to  spot 
a  single  siren  of  one  quarter  the  come- 
liness. — John   Torcrgss, 


Speaker:    "And  now  the  horse!    What's  become  of  the  horse?" 
Voice  from  the  audience:    "Ask  our  butcher.    Maybe  he  can  tell  yuh. 


A  Few  Suggestions  in  the 

Matter  of  the  Modern 

Tea-Cup  Comedy 

1 .  All  debutantes  are  not  of  the 
bobbed-hair  variety  nor  are  they  con- 
tinually guzzling  cocktails,  puffing  cig- 
arettes, and  fox-trotting. 

2.  Tennis  is  a  game  that  is  played 
on  a  court.     Not  in  a  drawing  room. 

3.  It  is  not  obligatory  that  one 
wears  riding  clothes  at  a  house  party. 

4.  All  butlers  are  not  complete 
numskulls. 

5.  All  French  maids  are  not  cuties. 

6.  All  wives  of  tired-business-men 
are  not  habitually  enamoured  of  penni-. 


less  young  artists  who  are  forever  rav- 
ing about  the  "soul." 

7.  Fashionable  young  men  seldom 
wear  spats  with  full  evening  dress. 

8.  Three  ponies  of  sherry  will  rarely 
produce  extreme  intoxication. 

9.  Young  men,  just  out  of  college, 
do  not  continually  slap  one  another  on 
the  back  and  murmur:  "Gosh!" 

10.  During  a  week-end  party  it  is 
not  invariably  the  custom  for  all  of 
the  guests  to  be  constantly  slipping  in 
and  out  of  the  various  bed-rooms  of 
the  establishment  throughout  the  night. 

—-Andre   Saville. 
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Captain  Kidd  and  Henry 
Morgan 

Captain    Kidd    and    Henry    Morgan 
In  a  high  celestial  tavern 
Captain  Kidd  and  Henry  Morgan 
Sipping  of  their  grog,  ambrosial. 
Captain  Kidd   and   Henry   Morgan 
Decorating  tales  of  booty. 
Bloody  tales  of   fights   forgotten. 
In  a  high  celestial  tavern 
Captain  Kidd  and  Henry  Morgan. 

Henry  Morgan  drains  a  flagon, 
Shifts  his  quid  of  strong  tobaccer, 
Slants    his   wicked    gaze    down    earth- 
wards 
Where  a  second  rate  high-jacker 
Imitates   the  grand  old  masters, 
Captain    Kidd    and    Henry    Morgan, 
Shifts  his  glance  across  the  nations. 
Turns  disgusted  to  his  toddy. 
Captain  Kidd  and  Henry   Morgan. 

Captain  Kidd,  that  tough  old  sea  bird, 
Cocks  his  ear  to'ard  earth  and  listens 
To  the  murmurs  floating  upwards 
From   the  madly  whirling   planets, 
Hears  a  bit  of  news  that's  startling: 
"There's    a    chance    thatl    temperance 

beer  will 
Soon  be  raised  to  Four  Point  Forty." 
"Goodness  Gracious!"   Captain  Kidd 

says, 
" 'Sakes,    what    next!"  •  says    Henry 

Morgan. 

— /.  E.  McD. 


Mild  Little  Man  (returning  home  late):    "Ah!    You  are  the  same  rascal  who 

took  my  watch  two  months  ago!" 
Hefty  Thing  (feelingly):  "Well  I  hope  youoe  been  able  to  purchase  another.'" 


I  Do  Not  Like  Bootleggers 


I  do  not  like  bootleggers. 

I  do  not  like  their  mysterious  manner. 

When  they  offer  me  a  sample  of  their  "merchandise," 

it  is  invariably  far  too  small. 
I  do  not  like  their  whispered  conversations. 
Nor  their  pseudo  affability. 
When  they   tell   me  they   are   absolutely   reliable,   I   am 

immediately  suspicious  of  them. 
And  when  they  smile  at  me  pityingly,  I  want  to  strangle 

them. 
I  do  not  like  the  straw  suit-cases  they  carry. 
Nor  their  funny  clothes. 

When  they  say  that  there  is  no  hurry  about  paying  them, 
I  know  that  they  are  lying. 
I    am   unable   to   follow   their   logic   when   they   suggest 

that    I    should    purchase    their    liquor    because    Mr. 

Vanderschmitz  has  just  ordered   fifty  cases  of  it. 
And  when  they  tell  me  that  everything  they  sell  is  guar* 

anteed,  I  feel  like  summoning  a  policeman. 


I  do  not  like  their  familiarity. 

And  their  significant  leers  irritate  me. 

They  are  a  bad  lot. 

When  they  talk  about  the  "good  old  days"  I  know  they 
don't  mean  a  word  of  it. 

"There  is  no  time  like  the  present"  is  their  real  slogan. 

I  do  not  like  the  labels  on  their  bottles. 

Nor  the  lead  foil,  either. 

It  looks  as  if  it  were  made  yesterday. 

And  I  do  not  like  their  innocent  expressions. 

When  they  ask  if  any  of  my  friends  might  be  inter- 
ested in  a  "good  proposition"  I  always  say  "no." 

I  do  not  like  the  inflections  of  their  voices  when  they 
mention  their  "finest,"  "oldest,"  "choicest,"  "pre- 
war," and  "mellow"  stocks. 

And  I  do  not  like  their  florid  faces. 

In  fact  I  don't  like  anything  about  them. 

No,  I  do  not  like  bootleggers. 

I  know  they  all  voted  for  Prohibition. — John  Torcross, 


r> 


PICTORIAL  SUPPLEMENT 


Who   will  claim   this    little   girl   found   wandering   near  the    Grain    Exchange,    Winnipeg,   a    victim    ot 

asphasia?    It  is  believed  her  mother  must  have  perished  in  a  fire,  as  her  only  intelligible  words   are 

"Red  Hot  Mama!" 


Manuel  Shipp-O'Hoy,    Irish   peace  advocate, 

who    is    held    on    a    charge    of     rioting    in 

Dublin. 


Set  of  the  elite  upper  circles  of  the  aristocracy  are  now  flocking    to  the  Riviera  and  Herrin,  Illinois,  for  the  shooting  and   boating 
The  picture  shows  an   expensive  crowd   of  pleasure-hunters    disporting  themselves  on  the  left  bank  of  the  Mediterranean, 


2  4 


Isadore   Smith-Einstein,   weli-known   explore 
gin.     He  is  now  happily  on  his  way  to  reco 


to  have   discovered    an  island  in  the  St.  Lawrence  River  containing:  large  deposits  of  Scotch  and 
ess  broug-ht  on  by  exposure  during  his  last  expedition,   and  in   planning  a  second  trip. 
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it.-ilf  is  Lo  Hung  Lung.  Grand  Kleagle  of  the     Chinese   Ku    KIux    Klan.      Every    day    he   brings    to   town      W.     L.     ("Three-Gun")     Hennessy.     alleged 
produce  of  his  farm,  where  only  yellow  Mongol   Confucian   straight    haired   labour   is  employed.  inventor    of    the    Cross  Word     puzzle,     whf 

steadfastly    maintains   his    innocence. 


26 


John   Smiih.   Consolidated   Correspondence     Addison  Sims,  well  known  citizen  of  Seat- 
Schooll    Graduate,    who    won    the   $100,000     lie    (Wash.)    who    will    contest    the    next 
offered  by  the  Hydro-Electric  System  for         civic  election  for   mayor  of  that   city. 
a  slogan.     The  winning  phrase  was  "More 
Power  to  You  I" 


Mrs.  Alice  Pratt,  ncc  Summers,  whose  first  husband  was 
Captain  Alain  Gervaise,  will  shorty  re-marry  her  third 
husband,    G.    K.    Butt.      Her    stage    name    is   Jennie    Marquis. 
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Cow.  192XN.  Y.  World)  Proi  Puk  Co: 


VJlfvJ^c^^s 


Homesick. 


—N.  Y.  World. 


Revived 

"Now  children,"  said  the  teacher, 
"write  down  all  you  have  learned 
about  King  Alfred,  but  don  I  say  any- 
thing about  the  burning  of  the  cakes; 
I  want  to  find  out  what  else  you 
know." 

Half  an  hour  later  wee  Jeanie 
handed  in  her  effort: 

"King  Alfred  visited  a  lady  at  a 
cottage,  but  the  less  said  about  it  the 
better."  — Tit-Bits  (London). 

*      *      * 
In  pioneer  days 
When  a  man 
Reached  for  his  hip 
Everyone  ducked — 
Now  he  draws  a  crowd. 

— Yellow  jacket, 


Yes,  now  there's  a  duck 

Behind  our  dorm, 
And  I  do  not  know 

Why  she  was  born; 
But  all  she  says 

Sounds  just  the  same; 
It  seems  she  quacks 

One  lone  refrain — 
It's  "Waddle  I  do, 

Waddle   I   do?"      —Puppet. 


The  Son  That  Went  to  Sea 

A  farmer  in  Iowa  sent  the  follow- 
ing letter  to  the  Navy  Department: 

"My  youngest  son  has  gone  away 
and  enlisted  in  the  Navy.  I  can't  get 
him  out.  Won't  you  help  me?  He 
is  a  good  boy  and  I  was  raising  him 
for  my  own  use."  — Our  Navy. 


Campus  Writers 

By    Webb   Cullickscn 

Campus  writers  —  you  can  always 
tell  them!  When  indoors  they  appear 
with  hat  and  coat,  but  leave  them  be- 
hind as  they  exit.  One  of  nature's 
tragedies — with  lowered  brow  and  a 
cynic's  smile  they  tramp  about  the 
campus.  They're  the  same  at  Harvard 
as  at  Columbia;  the  same  at  Washing- 
ton as  at  the  College  of  Puget  Sound. 

They: 

Never  drink,  smoke  excessively,  or 
step  wild  co-eds  —  except  as  inspira- 
tion for  another  sonnet. 

Visit  grand  opera,  musical  recita- 
tions and  hear  dramatic  critics — to  let 
the  student  body  know  how  the  per- 
formance  might    have   been    improved. 

Admire  futuristic  art,  never  pet,  and 
appear  stoic — just  to  be  different. 

Draw  numerous  books  from  the 
library — to  astound  the  librarian  and 
nearby  students. 

Never  say  much — when  it  might  re- 
veal ignorance. 

Always  long  to  advance  civilization 
— by  writing  an  autobiography. 

— Columns. 


Sign  in  Ku  Kluxer's  office  window 
— "Will  be  back  at  one.  Out  to 
lynch."  — Bison. 


Open  All  Night. 

— Purple  Parrot. 
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'What  did  you  draw,  just  now,  little  Emmelina ?" 

7  started  in  drawing  your  picture,  but  it  didn't  look  like  you,  so  I  put 


tail  on  it  and  called 


t  a  dog." 
—Brown  Jug. 


Comin'  Through  With  Rye 

Once  a  fellow,  yes  a  fellow,  had  desire  for  rye. 

So  this  fellow,  yes  this  fellow,  thought  that  he  would  try. 

To  smuggle  it  across  the  border; 

No  one  would  get  wise 

That  he    (with  look  so  innocent) 

Was  comin'  through  with  rye. 

So  this  brilliant  fellow  started  home  from  Montreal, 

In  his  suitcase  was  a  quart   (or  two)  of  rye,  that's  all. 

Quite  trivial  are  the  tools  of  fate 

That  cause  a  man's  downfall. 

In  this  case  it  was  a  hole 

And  one  that  was  quite  small. 

So  a  copper,  yes  a  copper,  caught  him  with  his  eye. 

And  he  saw  in  blank  dismay  the  suitcase  dripping  rye. 

Now  the  clever  gentleman 

Is  resting  safe  and  dry. 

He's  spending  several  months  in  jail 

For  comin'  through  with  rye, 

. — Punch  Bowl 


'Twas  late,  moonlight,  in  fact  everything  that  goes  to 
make  up  love  and  romance.  They  were  riding  together, 
he  with  one  hand  on  the  wheel — he  was  an  expert  driver 
— the  other  holding  her  cuddled  form  close  to  him. 
Suddenly  one  headlight  came  up  beside  them. 

"Hey  there,"  called  the  cop  pleasantly,  "two  arms, 
buddy." 

"How  can  I?"  was  the  reply,  "I  might  smash  the 
car."  — Tiger. 

*       *       * 

The  college  boys  were  ready  to  board  the  train  for 
home;  their  luggage  was  on  the  train,  and  the  porter 
stood  before  the  boys  in  an  expectant  attitude. 

"Well,  my  man,"  said  the  leader  of  the  group,  "can 
I  give  you  anything?" 

"Anytlvng  you  like,   sir,"   answered   the  porter. 

"Well,   gang,"  said   the  boy,   "what  do  you  say  to 


giving  the  porter  three  cheers?' 


-Flamingo. 
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chelor: 


world's  a  gh 


gloomy  old  prison." 
Amorous  spinster   (with  overtones  of  wit):    "That's 
because  you're  in  solitary  confinement." 

— Brown  Jug. 


Fare  Enough. 


-Widow. 


Occulist  (hustling  man,  who  has  just  entered,  into  a 
chair)  :  "I  see  you  want  your  eyes  examined.  See  that 
card?    Tell  me  what  the  first  word  is." 

The  patient  shook  his  head. 

The  occulist  moved  it  up  closer  but  still  no  word 
from  the  patient.  The  occulist  gasped  and  moved  it  up 
until  it  was  about  a  foot  from  his  nose. 

"Surely,"  he  exclaimed,  "you  can  read  it  now." 

The  patient  shook  his  head  and  said,  "I  no  can  read 
Eengleesh."  — Medley. 

♦       *       * 

It  was  said  of  a  recent  prep-school  graduate  that  one 
night  he  left  a  note  on  his  door  for  his  roommate,  who 
had  gone  to  the  movies.  This  bore  the  legend:  "If  I'm 
studying  when  you   get  back,  wake  me  up." — Record. 


I'm  Mad! 

I'm  mad!     I'm  mad! 
I  like  to  talk  of  girls  as  "janes," 
I  like  to  ride  in  subway  trains, 
I    like   political    campaigns, 
I  think  that  females  have  some  brains, 

I'm  mad!     I'm  mad! 

I'm   mad!     I'm  mad! 
I   like  to  speak  of   "savoir   faire," 
I   think  that  fellows  should   beware 
Of    girls    who    smoke    and    drink    and 

stare ; 
They're  much  the  worse  for  wear  and 
tear. 

I'm  mad!     I'm  mad! 

I'm  mad!     I'm   mad! 
I'd  like  to  earn  my  livelihood, 
I    think   that  everybody   should 
Do  as  he  wishes  others  would, 
I  think  this  verse  is  awful  good, 

I'm   mad!     I'm   mad! 

— Columbia  Jester. 


"I'd  like  to  be  a 
"Yes?    Why?" 
"They  lead  such 


soda  jerker." 

stirring  lives." 

— Record. 


A  traveler  who  had  stopped  in 
Springfield,  111.,  was  being  piloted 
along  the  route  by  a  loquacious  but 
somewhat  tiresome  cab  driver,  who 
insisted  upon  regaling  him  with  local 
news  of  little  interest  to  strangers.  As 
they  passed  one  house  the  jehu  pointed 
with  the  butt  end  of  his  whip  and  re- 
marked:    "Lincoln's   home." 

"Is  he,  indeed?"  returned  the  trav- 
eler, bored  but  still  polite. 

— Centre  Colonel. 


Strictly   Business 

"Honesty     is     the 


best 


Teacher : 
policy." 

Son  of  Insurance  Agent:  "You're 
wrong,  teacher,  Twenty  Pay  Life  In- 
surance is  the   Best   Policy." 

— Parakeet. 
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"How  many  children  has  a  telephone  operator?" 

"I  dont  know,  but  you  can  be  sure  it's  the  wrong  number." 

— Record. 


"Has  your  brother  come  home  from 
college  yet?" 

"I  guess  so,  or  else  the  car's  been 
stolen."  — Yellow  Crab. 


Tie  This 

Some  may  long  for  the  soothing  touch 

Of  lavender,  cream  or  mauve; 

But   the   ties   I   wear   must  possess   the 

glare 
Of  a  red-hot  kitchen  stove. 
The  books  I  read  and  the  life  I  lead 
Are  sensible,  sane  and  mild, 
I    like    calm    hats    and    I    don't    wear 

spats — 
But  I  want  my  neckties  wild ! 

Give  me  a  wild  tie,  brother. 

One  with  a  cosmic  urge! 

A  tie  that  will  swear 

And  rip  and  tear 

When  it  sees  my  old  blue  serge. 

O,  some  will  say  that  a  gent's  cravat 
Should  only  be  seen,  not  heard; 
But  I  want  a  tie  that  will  make  men 

cry 
And  render  their  vision  blurred. 
I  yearn,  I  long  for  a  tie  so  strong 
It  will  take  two  men  to  tie  it; 
If  such  there  be,  just  show  it  to  me — 
Whatever  the  price,   I'll   buy  it! 

Give  me  a  wild  tie,  brother, 

One  with  a  lot  of  sins; 

A  tie  that  will  blaze 

In  a  hectic  gaze, 

Down  where  the  vest  begins. 

— Purple  Cow. 


Giving  him  a  run  for  his  money. 


-Purple  Parrot. 


"Are  you  Scotch  by  birth?" 
"No,  by  absorption." 

—  Yellow   Jacket. 
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10  SHAVES  FREE 

Send  the  Coupon 


We  must 


prove ! 


< 


The  claims  made  for  this  unique  Shaving 
Cream  before  you  buy  it — please  accept  a  test 


Gentlemen: 

You  hear  men  talking  about  Palmolive 
Shaving  Cream.  Some  unique  claims  are 
made  for  it.  Any  man  who  uses  it  will 
spend  30  minutes,  any  time,  urging  its 
advantages. 

Palmolive  has  quickly  become  leader 
in  its  field.  The  men  who  use  it  were 
weaned  from  other  makes  of  creams. 
Only  great  merit,  you'll  agree,  can  ac- 
count for  so  dramatic  a  success. 

Now  we  ask  you  the  favor  of  a  trial. 
The  favor  of  proving  to  you  the  claims 

Now  in  justice  to  yourself  and  us, 
a  new  conception  of  shaving  joy 
multiplied  by  five.    Simply  mail 


other  men  make  for  this  cream.  We'll 
thank  you  for  the  courtesy. 

60  years  of  soap  study  stand  behind 
Palmolive  Shaving  Cream.  Over  1 30 
formulas  were  tested  and  discarded  be- 
fore we  offered  it  to  you.  It  embodies 
the  4  things  1 ,000  men  told  us  they 
wanted  most  in  a  shaving  cream,  plus  a 
5th — strong  bubbles,  the  supreme  req- 
uisite of  all. 

Won't  you  let  us  send  you  1 0  shaves 
free?  Give  us  a  chance  to  win  you  now 
— or,  if  we  fail,  to  lose  our  case  forever? 

,  make  the  test.  It  may  bring  you 
!  Your  present  ideal  of  a  cream 
the  coupon. 
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Delights! 

1  Multiplies   itself  in  lather 

-1  250  times. 

2 Softens  the  beard   in   one 

^         minute. 

Maintains  its  creamy  full- 

3 ness    10    minutes    on    the 

face. 

Strong    bubbles    hold    the 

hairs  erect  for  cutting. 

Fine  after-effects,  due  to 

palm  and  olive  oil  content. 


ade  in  Canada 


PALMOLIVE 
SHAVING  CREAM 


Follow  with   Palmolive   After  Shaving   Talc. 
An  invisible  way  to  that  well-groomed   look. 


10    SHAVES    FREE 

Simply  insert  your  name  and  address  and  mail  to 
Dept.  B-964. 

The  Palmolive  Co.  of  Canada,   Ltd.,  Toronto,   Ont. 


Goblin 


EAGER  FOOTSTEPS.  By  Anne  Elizabeth  Wilson. 
Toronto:     The  Musson  Book  Company,  Ltd. 

Reviewers  have  occupied  a  considerable  amount  of  space 
in  the  attempt  to  satisfy  their  consciences  about  the  nationality 
of  Miss  Wilson.  Following  the  procedure  of  Our  Neighbours 
to  the  South  of  Us  who  unhesitatingly  claim  as  their  own  any 
Canadian  who  amounts  to  anything  over  there,  we  have  no 
qualms  about  adopting  Miss  Wilson  on  the  spot.    So  that's  that. 

Now  that  the  most  important  fact  is  established  let  us  turn 
to  the  verse  itself.  "Eager  Footsteps"  consists  of  only  twenty- 
one  selections.  And  by  that  we  mean  selections.  It  is  not  pos- 
sible that  a  young  writer  should  consistently  produce  such  fine 
work.  Every  poem  in  the  "slim  volume"  appears  to  be  the 
best  of  a  number.  There  are  no  "seconds."  The  manner  of 
Miss  Wilson  owes  nothing  to  any  of  the  better  known  poets. 
In  its  spontaneity  and  genuineness  it  is  refreshing.  Read  aloud 
it  is  slightly  reminiscent  of  Rupert  Brooke,  while  some  selec- 
tions call  to  mind  Edna  St.  Vincent  Millay,  but  the  whole  is 
rightfully  Anne  Elizabeth  Wilson.  Her  voice  is  not  the  roar 
of  the  mighty  torrent,  but  it  is  surely  the  lyric  melody  of  the 
rivulet  at  its  source.  We  advise  readers  of  this  refined  and 
erudite  department  to  immediately  possess  themselves  of  a  copy 
of  this  significant  and,  incidentally,  beautifully  bound  volume. 

HENRY.  By  Ella  C.  Pimm.  Toronto:  The  Musson 
Book  Company,  Ltd.    $1.00. 

"Henry"  will  probably  amuse  some  people.  In  fact  we 
believe  we  have  met  just  the  people  who  should  enjoy  it.  They 
are  the  same  who  steadfastly  declare  that  the  performance  of 
"The  Private  Secretary,"  by  the  members  of  the  Young  Peo- 
ple's Bible  and  Bowling  Society  was  much  belter  than  any- 
thing seen  on  the  professional  stage  in  the  last  decade.  "Henry" 
is  not  so  bad,  but  then  as  Gertrude  Lawrence  (or  is  it  Beatrice 
Lillie?)   says,  "Not  so  good!" 

THE  NATURAL  MAN.  By  Patrick  Miller.  London: 
Grant  Richards. 

We  are  as  yet  too  close  to  the  Great  War  for  the  reaction 
in  favor  of  war  stories  to  have  set  in,  and  for  this  reason  "The 
Natural  Man,"  which  won  the  Grant  Richards'  First  Novel 
Prize,  will  probably  not  have  the  success  it  deserves.  It  is  an 
unusual  book,  a  description  of  the  war  as  seen  through  the  eyes 
of  Blaven,  a  gunner,  and  describing  his  reactions  to  it.  He 
throws  himself  into  war  with  zest,  he  loves  the  excitement  of 
it  because  it  is  an  escape  from  "The  real  excitement  inside  life" 
which  he  has  not  the  courage  to  face.  War  in  books  is  usually 
either  glorified  or  the  opposite,  but  Patrick  Miller  reveals  a 
phase  of  war  likely  to  be  neglected.  The  whole  strange  medley 
of  mud  and  blood  passes  before  our  eyes,  told  calmly,  almost 
dispassionately,  with  no  glorification  and  no  dwelling  on  hor- 
rors.    At   the  end,   he   sums  up  h  s   impressions   and    finds   that 


what  has  been  most  significant  in  his  experience  is  the  active 
contacts  he  had  had  with  men.  The  philosophy  of  the  book  is 
expressed  in  the  last  sentences:  "He  no  longer  expected  life 
to  raise  him  and  bear  him  gloriously  forward  on  a  wave-crest. 
Whatever  the  force  that  buoyed  him  up  might  be,  he  must 
strike  out  across  it.  Whatever  life  might  be,  his  life  was  in 
himself  and  he  must  be  the  guide  of  it." 

GATES  OF  MORNING.  By  H.  de  Vere  Stacpoole.  New 
York:  Dodd,  Meade  and  Company,  publishers.    $2.00. 

Anyone  who  remembers  the  "Blue  Lagoon"  and  the  "Pearl 
Fishers"  will  feel  a  friendly  disposition  towards  Mr.  Stac- 
poole, and  while  these  stories  of  the  South  Seas,  of  which  the 
"Gates  of  Morning"  is  another,  have  passed  the  zenith  of 
their  popularity,  we  have  no  doubt  there  is  a  large  public  who 
will  find  Mr.  Stacpoole's  latest  work  as  delightful  as  its  pre- 
decessors. 

WHEN  WE  WERE  VERY  YOUNG.  By  A.  A. 
Milne.     Toronto:  McClelland  and  Stewart,  publishers. 

These  poems  about  children,  collected  from  Punch,  are  the 
most  delightful  things  of  their  kind  that  have  appeared.  We 
defy  you  to  find  anything  in  Stevenson  to  equal  "Vespers." 

ORPHAN  ISLAND.  By  Rose  Macaulay.  New  York: 
Boni  and  Liveright,  publishers.    $2.00. 

Suppose  fifty  orphans  of  both  sexes,  an  Irish  doctor,  an  Eng- 
lish school-mistress  and  a  Scotch  nurse-maid  were  marooned  on 
an  inaccessible  island  in  the  middle  of  the  Pacific  and  that  then 
the  island  were  left  unvisited  for  seventy  years,  what  condition 
of  affairs  would  you  expect  to  find  at  the  end  of  such  a  period? 

That  is  the  proposition  which  Orphan  Island  sets  out  to 
solve.  Professor  Thinkwell,  of  Cambridge  University,  learns 
that  about  the  middle  of  the  last  century  his  grandfather  was 
responsible    for    the    marooning    of    such    a    party    on    such    an 
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island.  He  organizes  an  expedition  to  the  island.  The  story 
of  what  he  finds  there  and  of  the  adventures  of  his  party  make 
up  the  most  amusing  of  current  novels. 

OVERHEAD.  By  Siacy  Aumonier.  Toronto:  S.  B. 
Gundy,  publisher.    $2.00. 

Stacy  Aumonier  is  a  particularly  gifted  and  versatile  writer. 
This  present  volume  contains  a  collection  of  his  short  stories 
of  various  descriptions. 

"THE  FRIENDS,"  the  tragic  narrative  of  two  alcoholics, 
is  apparently  considered  by  the  publishers  the  chief  piece  of 
the  book  but  personally  we  were  extremely  taken  with  a  little 
tale  entitled  "Freddy  Finds  Himself." 

This  is  an  inconclusive,  rather  vague  story  which  trails  off 
weakly  at  the  end,  as  indeed  it  is  meant  to  do,  for  Freddy  is 
an  inconclusive,  rather  vague  young  man.  Having  tried  a  num- 
ber of  different  occupations  with  no  success  he  decides  to  be- 
come a  private  detective  and  meets  with  somewhat  muddled 
success. 

THE  JADE  GOD.  By  Alan  Sullivan.  Toronto:  F.  D. 
Coodchild,  publisher.    $2.00. 

Somewhere  in  every  author  there  seems  to  be  hidden  the 
urge  to  write  a  mystery  story  and  now  Alan  Sullivan  has  hark- 
ened  to  the  urge  and  produced  an  uncanny  thriller. 

There  is  a  haunted  house  in  the  story,  but  not  the  con- 
ventional type  of  haunted  house;  it  is  a  variety  new  to  literature 
and  it  colors  the  story  and  creates  an  atmosphere  from  the  very 
first  chapter. 

This  novel  is  not  recommended  to  neurotic  individuals  who 
jump  a  foot  every  time  a  door  bangs  unexpectedly  at  night  but 
no  doubt  will  be  appreciated  by  all  those  who  derive  pleasure 
and  vicarious  excitement  from  a  strange  and  scary  tale  well  told. 

JONAH.  By  Robert  Nathan.  Toronto:  F.  D.  Goodchild, 
publisher.    $2.00. 

F.  Scott  Fitzgerald  once  wrote  an  hilarious  short  story  en- 
titled, "The  Camel's  Back."  In  the  first  paragraph  he  ex- 
plained that  the  story  had  nothing  to  do  with  "the  last  straw 
which  broke  the  camel's  back,"  that  the  words  were  used  quite 
literally,  that  it  was  a  story  about  a  camel's  back. 

Similarly,  Jonah,  by  Robert  Nathan,  is  not  a  story  of  some 
unfortunate  individual  of  the  present  age  who  acquired  the 
sobriquet  by  reason  of  his  persistent  ill-luck,  it  is  a  story  of  the 
old  Jonah,  the  Biblical  Jonah,  the  one  who  got  swallowed  by 
the  whale.  Incidentally  if  this  book  were  slightly  less  sophisticat- 
ed as  a  whole,  it  might  have  gained  considerable  favour  with  the 
fundamentalists  and  all  those  who  wish  to  take  the  whole  of  the 
Bible  literally  for  Mr.  Nathan  offers  an  explanation  of  the  in- 
cident of  the  swallowing  of  Jonah  which  certainly  upholds  the 
orthodox  view. 

Jonah  is  the  story  of  a  simple  people,  of  a  respectable  middle- 
class  family  and  of  their  strange  son  who  went  to  live  in  the 
wilderness  and  then  came  back  as  Israel's  most  popular  and 
successful  prophet. 

It  is  the  most  delightful  piece  of  satire  which  has  appeared 
in  a  long  time  and  one  of  the  two  most  interesting  productions 
so  far  this  year. 

*       *       * 

"Well,  Dad,  I  just  ran  up  to  say  'hallo.'  " 
"Too  late,  son.    Your  mother  ran  up  to  say  'good-bye'  and 
got  all  the  change."  — Tiger. 
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Now  I  know  where  baby  brother  came  from. 

— Punch    Bowl. 


"You're  the  first  man  who  ever  kissed  me," 
The  co-ed  softly  sighed, 
"And  you're  the  first  girl  I  ever  kissed," 
The  young  man  gently  lied. 
It  simply  goes  to  prove  to  you 
(Tho  you  may  call  it  slander) 
That  what's  applesauce  for  the  goose 
Is  applesauce  for  the  gander. 

— Penn.   State  Froth. 
*       *       * 

"No  girl,"  says  the  rule  of  a  certain  Western  university, 
"must  walk  the  campus  after  dark,  unless  going  to  the  library 
or  to  lecture,  or  for  purposes  of  learning."  We  don't  see  where 
that  rule  is  a  rule  at  all. 

— Georgia  Yellow  Jacket. 


Central  (at  2.00  a.m.) — "Oh,  we're  just  testing  out  your 
line." 

Reginald  (the  cookie  pusher) — "Sorry,  oV  girl,  can't  recall 
a  bit  of  it  this  time  of  night."  — Yale  Record. 


Fond  Parent — "I  tell  you,  my  boy,  the  man  who  marries  my 
daughter  gets  a  prize." 

Young  Hopeful — "My,   my,  what  an  inducement!" 

— Chaparral. 


Little  Shop  'Round  the  Corner 

1184  Bay  Street 

An  interesting  Lending  Library. 

Books   for  sale. 

Gifts  of  all  kinds. 

Cards     for    birthdays    and    other 

days. 
On    Bay    Street,    south    of    Bloor, 
and  just  around  the  corner  from 
Ashley  &  Cripperu 
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Listen  To  This  One! 


"I  rolled  a  cigarette  .  .  the  village 
ahead,  with  its  dim,  towered  church  and 
quaint  cottages,  timbered  with  faded 
oak,  was  the  most  peaceful  little  village 
I  had  ever  set  eyes  on. 

"I  lit  the  cigarette  .  .  the  picture  of 
that  reed  hamlet  in  the  mountain  valley 
of  north  Tonking  was  in  my  mind  .  . 
when  the  reed  hovels  lay  overturned  and 
crushed,  and  the  river  bank  was  kicked 
about  and  blood-splashed  .  .  and 
wounded  men  were  everywhere  and 
dead  men  floated  down  the  stream  .  .  . 
and  the  girl  stood  smiling  in  the  pinkish 
light  of  the  torches." 

That's  just  the  beginning  of 

"Child  of  the  Song-Fo  River" 

A  complete  novelette  by  G.  Appleby 
Terrill,  and  if  you  commence  it  the  old 
armchair  will  stay  warm  until  "signing 
off." 

Could  you  ask  for  more,  on  a  wet 
spring  night  with  the  cold  rain  lashing  at 
the  windows?  What's  that?  Then  turn 
to  "Croix  de  Guerre,"  a  short  story  by 
William  Hazlett  Upson  in  the  same  issue 
and  learn  what  one  Canadian  buck  pri- 
vate did  not  do  to  earn  a  decoration,  and 
how  what  he  did  do  didn't.  Can  you 
untangle  that  one? 

Are  Railroaders  Humorous? 

Read  "Stories  From  Rail  Life,"  the 
first  of  a  series  by  Alfred  Price,  formerly 
general  manager  of  the  C.P.R.,  on  the 
knights  of  the  round  house,  cab,  caboose 
and  office,  and  you  won't  be  long  in 
doubt.  Here  are  a  few  more  features 
that  will  keep  you  away  from  the 
feathers.  Conclusion  of  "Sanctuary,"  a 
serial  by  R.  E.  Breach;  an  article  on 
Embargo  Retaliation,  by  J.  Herbert 
Hodgins;  Short  Shift  for  Thrift,  (a  Peter 
and  Pokey  story^  by  Norma  Phillips 
Muir;  The  Man  Who  Went  Back  for 
More,  by  Gordon  Park  Stirrett.  a  clever 
political  article  by  Grattan  O'Leary,  and 
many  interesting  department  features. 


All  in  the  March  1 

Maclean's 

1        JtCANADAS    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 


The  Backstair  Talkers 

Goo'-morning.  Awful  fog,  isn't  it?  Aren't  these 
stairs  the  limit,  though?  I  just  saw  that  Mrs.  Hoss- 
berry  over  at  the  store.  Some  talker,  isn't  she?  Now 
me,  way  it  is  with  me,  I'm  too  busy  to  talk  about  people. 
I  don't  gossip.  I'm  too  busy,  for  one  thing.  Say,  you 
know  that  Tinkerton  car  was  out  in  front  here  all  fore- 
noon yesterday.  I  never  said  a  word  about  it.  How 
that  Galusha  woman  gets  away  with  it,  I  don't  know. 
And  he's  as  nice  a  man  as  ever  was,  Mr.  Galusha  is. 
They  say  he  don't  suspect  a  thing.  I  guess  she's  no 
better  than  she  should  be.  'Tisn't  at  all  likely  that  that 
Tinkerton  feller  comes  in  regular  to  use  the  telephone, 
or  anything  like  that,  is  it?  Ha,  ha!  Well,  it's  none  of 
my  business.  I  don't  say  a  word.  Let  'em  go,  say  I. 
And  say,  do  you  know  the  Peeley's  are  all  but  ready  to 
separate?  Yessir!  I  heard  that  yesterday,  over  at  the 
grocery  store.  They  say  she's  been  heard  hollering  and 
crying  in  there  at  night.  Guess  'twon't  be  long  before 
they're  split.  Well,  it's  none  of  my  business,  but  does 
seem  as  though  they  might  live  in  peace  and  quietness. 
And  say,  that  Miss  Spicer  on  the  top  floor  is  going  to 
sell  her  piano.  Says  she  don't  use  it,  and  it's  in  the  way. 
Ha,  ha!  I  thought  all  along  she  was  hard  up.  Dress 
the  way  she  does,  it  takes  money,  I  can  tell  you.  Why, 
she's  had  four  hats  since  Thanksgiving!  And  nothing 
but  silk  touches  her  skin!  The  woman  that  does  the 
washing  told  me  it  was  scandalous — her  linjeree!  Noth- 
ing but  silk!  Sell  her  piano  cause  it's  in  the  way — I 
guess!  Well,  let  'em  alone,  say  I.  I  mind  my  own  busi- 
ness, and  don't  bother  anybody. 

— N.    Y.    World. 


All  play  and  no  work  makes  jack  go  fast. 


-Beanpot. 


Not  Wanted   Here 

A  Swede  has  invented  a  car  which  will  move  side- 
wise  as  readily  as  forward  and  backward.  Let  Sweden 
keep  it!  It's  hard  enough  to  dodge  machines  moving  in 
two  directions. 

— Fort  Wayne  News-Sentinel. 


What   this  country   needs   is   a   war   to   make   it  safe 
from  hypocrisy.  — N.  Y.  World. 


Do  You  Know  That — 

1 .  There  are  no  bones  in  ice  cream. 

2.  Out  of  100  men  at  a  masquerad"  dressed  as  tor- 
eadors  100  think  they  look  like  Valentino. 

3.  Out  of  the  same  number  100  look  like  hell. 

4.  One  week  at  a  school  of  Philadelphia  gives  a 
girl  a  southern  accent. 

5.  Mississippi  has  no  husband. 

6.  You  can't  bounce  a  snowball. 

7.  If  all  the  boxes  of  cigarettes  sold  in  New  York 
City  in  one  day  were  placed  on  top  of  one  another  they 
would  probably  fall  over. 

8.  If  all  the  cross  word  fans  were  laid  end  to  end 
what  difference  would  it  make  how  far  they  would 
reach.  — Purple  Cow. 
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The  Prophets  of  Doom  are  Rampant 


The  prophets  of  Doom  are  rampant, 
They  moan,  they  shout,  they  wail. 
And  every  town  and  hamlet 
Has  heard  their  dismal  tale. 
Wherever  there  springs  a  village, 
Wherever  a  hearth  fire  glows, 
There's  always  a  pale-faced  pedagogue 
With  a  sack  of  assorted  woes. 
Oh,  stronger  beer  will  ruin  us, 
And  nicotine's  a  curse; 
The  curfew  bell  must  save  our  Nell 
From  Death  —  or,  maybe,  worse. 
They're  trying  to  change  the  outlook 
To  a  devastating  blue. 
The  censor  wields  his  scissors, 
So  why  the  deuce  don't  you?* 


*T4r      + 
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FLASHLIGHTS 

-for Safety's  sake 


'SIGNS  OF  SPRING" 


?*  Wtf     V  <& 


^4  Drama  in  Four  Acts 


— //  /3acco  Giallo,  Rome. 
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When  a  Valet 
AutcrStrop 
blade  gets 
dull  -  qou 
strop  it  in 
/ten  seconds 


Valet 


trop 
Razor 


-^Sharpen*  itself 

*5.up  to  $25; 

Other  Models  at  Lower  Prices 


The  Engineer  Solves  a  Problem 

The  famous  mechanical  engineer  was 
working  upon  his  latest  problem. 
Around  him  stood  five  of  the  country's 
foremost  men  —  a  college  president, 
two  capitalists,  a  statistician  and  a 
visiting  coal  magnate.  And  they  all 
stood  quietly,  tenselyt.  watching  the 
great  engineer  going  about  his  work  in 
his  usual  masterful  way. 

The  sun  had  gone  down  and  twi- 
light was  beginning  to  fall  upon  the 
little  group  of  important  men  who  were 
watching  one  of  their  number  work 
upon  the  baffling  problem  which  con- 
fronted him.  Darkness  set  in  and  still 
the  famous  mechanical  engineer  work- 
ed with  unceasing  zeal. 

The  moon  was  beginning  to  rise  be- 
fore the  great  engineer  stood  up  from 
the  apparatus  he  had  been  working 
upon.  He  wiped  his  capable  hands 
and  said: 

"This  has  been  one  of  the  most  un- 
usual problems  I  have  ever  been  con- 
fronted with,  but  I  have  solved  it." 

"What  was  the  trouble?"  asked  the 
magnate  respectfully. 


The  Charm  of  Tea  is  in  \ 
the  Flavour — and  f 
true  appreciation  of  the  \ 
superior  qualities  of  \ 
SaladaTea  can  only  come 
through  the  tea-cup.  J 
Each  cup  embodies  all  \ 
that  is  finest  in  tea — full,  f 
fresh  flavor,  fragrant  \ 
aroma,  delicious  purity.    | 


SALADA" 


The  engineer  smiled  and  replied 
with  pardonable  pride,  "We're  out  of 
gas."  — Dirge. 

*  ♦       * 

He:  "Why  didn't  you  answer  that 
letter  I  sent  you  in  vacation?" 

She:    "I  didn't  get  it." 

He:  "You  didn't?" 

She:  "No,  and  besides  I  didn't 
like  some  of  the  things  you  said." 

— Beanpot. 

*  *       * 

"Parthenia,"  her  father  called  from 
the  head  of  the  stairs,  "What  time  is 
it?" 


"A  quarter  past  ten,  father,"  she 
sweetly  answered. 

"All  right,"  came  heavily  over  the 
midnight  air,  "but  start  the  clock  again 
when  the  young  man  goes  out  for 
breakfast." 

— Brown  Jug. 


Quotation 

Scarus — " 1  have  yet  room  for 

six  scotches   more."   —  Antony    and 
Cleopatra,  Act  IV,  Scene  VII. 

Would  we  were  all  so  accurate! 

— Lampoon. 


! 


^  In  DeForest-Crosley  Radiophones, 

radio  engineering  skill  has  combined  volume, 
selectivity  and  long  distance  with   unusual 
simplicity — resulting  in  unsurpassed  radio 
results  and  low  prices.     Visit  the  DeForest- 
Crosley  dealer  or  write  us  for  full  particulars.  Jivjj 
Deforest  Radio  Corporation  Ltd.,  Toronto 
10M           ..,_  ^rfj 


SOLO  BY/JUTHOR/Zeo 
DEALERS  ONLY 
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Patient — "By  gosh,  doctor,  that's 
an  awful  bill   for  that  treatment." 

Doc. — "My  dear  friend,  if  you 
knew  how  interesting  your  case  was 
and  how  strong'.y  I  was  tempted  to  let 
it  go  to  a  post  mortem,  you  wouldn't 
kick  at  the  price."     — Purple  Parrot. 

In  the  Manner  of  Spenser 

A   snakye   stude   was   prancynge   onne 

ye   floore — 
Ryte    smarte    he    foxy-trotted    atte    ye 

balle, 
An  yn  hys  armes  an  nyftye  gynche  he 

bore — 
Bye  gadde,  she  was  an  lewlew,  thatte 

and  more! 

— Purple  Cow. 

*  *       * 

Simply   Screaming 

"How's  your  new  wireless  set?" 
"It's   a   howling   success!" — Judge. 

*  *       * 

Life  of  a  Popular  Song 

Written,  in  Tin  Pan  Alley,  on  a 
Monday. 

Published,  in  Tin  Pan  Alley, 
Tuesday. 

Tried  out  Wednesday. 

Broadcast  to  the  uttermost  parts  of 
the  earth  and  half  way  to  Mars  on 
Thursday. 

Popular   Friday. 

No  Sales  on  Saturday. 

Canned  on  Sunday. 

— Neu)   Yorker. 


Educational  Holiday  in  Europe 

Inexpensive  Tours  to  Britain,  Holland,  Belgium  and  France 

Join  one  of  these  parties  of  Students,  Teachers  and  friends  who 
are  visiting  important  points  of  scenic,  historic  and  general 
educational  interest  in  Europe  this  Summer.  The  Third  Cabin 
accommodation  is  exclusively  reserved,  and  every  comfort  is 
assured. 

The  first  tour,  under  the  auspices  of  The    second   tour,  under   the   auspices 

Guy  Tombs,  Ltd.,  leaves  Montreal   on  of  W.  H.  Henry,  Ltd.,  leaves  Montreal 

the  "ATHENIA"  for  Glasgow  June  19.  June  27  on   the  "AUSONIA"   for  Ply- 

Keturning    from    Cherbourg    July    17,  mouth,      returning      from      Liverpool 

on  the  "AUSONIA."  July  24   on   the   "ALAUNIA." 

The  third  tour,  under  the  auspices  of  Guy  Tombs,  Ltd.,  leaves  Montreal 
July  3  for  Scotland  on  the  "LE  TITIA,"  returning  from  Cherbourg 
July  31  on  the  'ASCANIA." 


One    of   the   enjoyable    features    of    the   trip 
sail  down   the  sheltered   and  picturesque  ! 


l.av 


Inclusive  cost  of  tour— $330.00 


For  full  particular 
GUY   TOMBS.    LTD., 
285    Beaver    Hall    Hill. 
Montreal. 


inerary,  apply  to: — 

W.   H.   HENRY.    LTD., 

286  St.  James  Street. 
Montreal. 


THE  ROBERT  REFORD  CO.,  LTD. 


20  Hospital  Street,  Mc 


Canard    Anchor-Donaldson 


A  Determined  Man 

"I  told  my  wife  that  if  she  bobbed 
her  hair  I  would  leave  her." 

"But    she    bobbed    it;    and    you're 
still  living  with  her?" 

"You  bet  I   am.     I'll  show  her  she 
can't   bluff   me." 

— Houston    Post-Dispatch. 


EDWARDSBURG 


•mure?! 


BRAND 

CORN  SYRUP 


The  pure  wholesome  corn 
syrup,  a  Standard  of  Quality 
for  over  25  years — ask  for  it! 

Write  for  EDWARDSBURG  Recipe  Book 

THE  CANADA  STARCH  CO..  LIMITED 
MONTREAL 


The  Other  Sort 

"There  goes  a  man  who  thinks  in 
terms  of  millions." 

"He  doesn't  look  to  me  like  a  great 
financier." 

"He  isn't;  he's  a  germ  expert." 

— American  Legion   Weekly. 

*  *       * 

The   Mysterious   Miss 

Feeling  in  unusually  good  form  one 
day,  an  English  sportsman  who 
prided  himself  on  his  accuracy  with  the 
gun,  said  to  the  boy  who  had  the  job 
of  reloading  his  guns: 

"Look  here,  my  lad!  For  each 
bird  I  miss  I'll  give  you  a  shilling!" 

At  the  end  of  the  day's  shoot,  when 
the  boy  had  rejoined  his  pals,  he  was 
asked  what  kind  of  a  day  he  had  had. 

"Not  bad!"  was  the  reply.  "I've 
made  seven  bob.  I  should  have  made 
a  quid,  only  I  had  no  more  blank 
cartridges." 

— Chicago   Continent. 

*  *       * 
Misdirection 

Judge:  "Your  only  complaint 
against  this  woman  is  that  she  threw  a 
teapot  at  her  husband." 

Plaintiff:     "Well,   yes." 

Judge:  "Then  what  business  is  it 
of  yours?    She  didn't  throw  it  at  you." 

Plaintiff:  "I  know,  your  honor; 
but  if  she  had,  she  might  have  hit 
her  husband  and  I  wouldn't  have  this 
big  bump  on  my  head." 

— Boston   Transcript. 
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A  London  cabby  who  was  haled 
into  court  for  using  violent  language 
to  a  lady  protested  that  the  woman 
was  "no  lidy." 

"Indeed,"  said  the  magistrate.  "I 
wonder  if  you  know  a  lady  when  you 
see  one." 

"Of  course  I  do,"  answered  the 
cabby  indignantly.  "Why,  only  the 
other  day  I  saw  one;  she  gave  me  a 
pound  note  for  a  shillin'  fare  an'  walk- 
ed away.  '  'Ere,  mum,'  I  says,  'what 
abaht  yer  change?'  'Don't  be  a 
blinkin'  old  fool,'  says  she;  'keep  it 
an'  get  drunk  enough  to  kiss  yer 
mother-in-law.'  Now,  yer  honour," 
he  ended  triumphantly,  "that's  what  I 
calls  a  real  lidy." 

— Boston    Transcript. 


Good  Landing 

"I  shall  go  to  your  father  and  ask 
his  consent  to-night,  darling.  There 
are  no  grounds  on  which  he  can  throw 
me  out,  dear,   are  there?" 

"Not    in    the    front    of    the    house, 

dearest;  but  there's  a  potato-patch  at 

the  back  which  looks  nice  and  soft." 

— Pittsburg   Chronicle    Telegraph. 
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3\fow  for  that  rubdown, 
-  no  lame  muscles  for  me  / 

You  need  not  suffer  from  a  set 
of  lame  muscles  if  you  finish  off 
a  day  of  unaccustomed  manual 
worik  with  an  application  of 
Absorbine,  Jr. 

That  threatened  lameness  justnever 
comes.  It  is  nipped  before  it  sets  in. 
Strained  muscles  are  at  once  soothed 
and  limberness  magically  restored. 

That,  and  a  hundred  other  uses  for 
Absorbine,  Jr.  have  earned  for  this  an- 
tiseptic liniment  a  never-empty  place 
in  thousands  of  medicine  cabinets. 


r  postpaid, 
postpaid. 


.F.YOUNG,  Inc. 
203  Lyman  Bldg., 
Montreal    . 


COLUMBUS,  when  he 
discovered  America  in 
1492,  likewise  discovered 
tobacco.  366  years  later 
Macdonald's  "The  Tobacco  with 
a  heart"  was  "discovered"  to 
Canadians. 

As  the  caravels  of  Columbus 
have  given  way  to  the  modern 
liner  so  too  have  the  "herbs"  of 
Columbus  given  way  to  "The 
Tobacco  with  a  heart". 

Times  change  but  Macdonald 
quality  never ! 


#- 


MACDONALD'S 
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Regulations    of    the    University 
of  Pittsburgh 

(As  adapted  for  use  in  their  proposed 
fifty  story  building) 

1 .  Owing  to  frequent  accidents 
caused  by  students  forgetting  their 
parachutes,  the  use  of  the  windows  as 
a  short  cut  is  strictly  forbidden. 

2.  Students  are  forbidden  to  keep 
eagles  in  their  rooms.  The  cultivation 
of  edelweiss  and  Mountain  Dew  is 
encouraged,    however. 

3.  Aeroplanes  and  balloons  are 
not  allowed  inside  the  building,  but 
may  be  tethered  outside. 

4.  Sliding  down  the  banisters  for 
more  than  twenty  stories  is  strictly  for- 
bidden. 

5.  Practical  jokes,  such  as  the 
partial  severance  of  the  elevator  cable, 
are  punishable  by  summary  expulsion. 

6.  Yodeling    is    permitted,    above 
i  the   thirty-fourth   floor. 


17.  When  the  elevator  is  out  of 
order,  three  days  rations  shall  be  taken 
by  those  bound  for  the  fortieth  floor 
and   above. 

8.  Students  must  be  careful  not  to 
drop  anything.  Recently  a  man  was 
killed  by  a  button  falling  from  the 
forty-ninth   floor. 

9.  Students  are  forbidden  to 
climb  up  or  down  the  outside  face  of 
the  building. 

1 0.  Seniority  of  class  determines 
possession  of  the  roof.  Thus,  fresh- 
men must  get  off  for  all  other  classes. 
(Take  a  deep  breath,  hold  the  nose, 
and  jump.  You  need  not  worry 
about  anything  else.)  — Tiger. 


It  is  a  solemn  thought  that  you, 
gentle  reader,  may  be  reading  this 
paragraph  twenty  years  hence  in  a 
dentist's  waiting-room. 

— Passing  Show  (London). 
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So  Bohemian 

(Continued  from  page  16) 

chirruped  at  the  tops  of  their  voices.  Scaramouch  mer- 
rily waved  his  cap  and  bells. 

"I'm  so  glad  we  came,"  the  girl  confided,  and  an- 
other bottle  of  White  Rock  was  ordered.  On  the  dance 
floor  they  seemed  to  float  through  space.  She  was  the 
lightest  thing  on  her  feet  he  had  ever  known. 

"Ha — ha — ha — ha!"  the  saxophone  bleated,  and 
round  and  round  they  whirled  through  the  dizzy  maze 
of  dancers.  He  held  her  tightly  and  she  gazed  up  into 
his  eyes  with  all  the  ardor  in  the  universe.  What  a  flaw- 
less jewel  she  was!  Daybreak  arrived  all  too  soon  and, 
grinning  inanely,  the  two  entered  a  waiting  taxi,  having 
directed  the  chauffeur  to  "drive  seven  times  around 
the  Park." 

¥        *        *        * 

It  was  the  following  Wednesday,  in  the  club,  that 
the  subject  of  evening  entertainment  arose. 

"But  I  never  go  to  parties,"  Allenby  was  telling 
Specklewaithe,  "absolutely  never!  Except,  of  course, 
to  an  occasional  party.  I  enjoy  artistic  parties.  They're 
so  interesting,  so  diverting — so  Bohemian!" 

— Andre    Saville. 
*       *       * 

More  Dream  Life 

Prologue 

Scene — Fence  with  sheep  on  one  side. 
First  Sheep — "Let's  jump  over  the  fence." 
Second  Sheep — "All  right.    A  good  idea,  Wooly." 
All — "Hurrah   for  our  leader." 

The  Play 
Scene — A  Subscription  Agency 

Scene   opens   with   boss   making  parabolas   in   the   air 
and  advances  to  his  secretary.    She  is  well  off  (of  him). 
Boss — "Isn't  my  love  worth  anything?" 
Sec.    (leeringly) — "My  fur  coat  proves  it." 
Boss  (covering  hand  with  eyes) — "Stop." 
Sec.    (sneeringly) — "Only  a  lady  talks  like  that." 
Boss — "But  a  lady  never  means  it." 
Sec.   (tearfully) — "Is  that  so!" 
Boss — "Yes,  that's  so." 
Sec.    (peeringly) — "You  don't  say  so." 
Boss — "You  go  to  ." 


For  Alimonij.orauq  oilier 
purposcalwaijs  send  payment 
btj  Dominion  "Express  Money  Order' 


These  are  the  same  gents  who  prophe- 
sied that  this  family  journal  of  uplift 
and  enlightenment  would  be  bigger  and 
better  this  month. 

THEY  now  call  your  attention  to  the 
fact  that  this  issue  marks  an  in- 
crease of  twelve  —  count  'em  —  twelve 
pages  in  reading  matter. 

The  price  is  now  two  bits  ($0.25)  per  car 
load  of  joy. 

The  date  has  been  advanced  one  month 
in  order  to  give  a  full  month  on  the  news- 
stands. Subscribers  will  receive  an  extra 
copy  at  the  end  of  the  year  to  allow  for 
same. 


GOBLIN  MAGAZINE 


Toronto 


(Here  the  hero  enters  and  throws  open  his  coat  show- 
ing his  fraternity  pin  and  a  button  gone) — "Stop.  Don't 
say  that  word." 

Sec. — "Who  the  Hell  are  you?" 

Hero — "I  came  here  to  subscribe  to  St.  Nicholas.  But 
I  have  changed  my  mind  just  like  that  (snaps  fingers). 
So  there." 

(Here  he  puts  on  his  coat  and  finds  button  gone.) 

Hero — "Come  with  me." 

Boss — "Me?" 

Sec.    (tearfully) — "Is  that  so!" 

Hero — "Hell  no.    I  mean  the  lady." 

Sec. — "What  kind  of  a  car  have  you  got?" 

Hero — "Packard." 

Sec. — "Righto." 

Boss — "You're  leaving  me  flat?" 

Sec. — "Yes,  I'm  leaving  your  flat." 

(Scene  closes  as  Packard  drives  off) 

Epilogue 

Scene — Sheep  all  on  the  other  side  of  fence. 

First  Sheep — "Let's  jump  over  the  fence." 

Second  Sheep — "All  right.    A  good  idea,   Wooly." 

All — "Hurrah  for  our  leader." 

Curtain  (or  better  lower  the  asbestos  to  make  sure). 

— Widow. 


Early  to  bed  and 

Early  to  rise 
And  your  girl  goes  out 

With  other  guys. 


-Puppet. 
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He  (after  breaking  in  on  a  dance) 
— "You   know   I've   never   met   you." 

She  (indignantly) — "Do  you  know 
who  you  are  dancing  with?" 

"No." 

"You  are  dancing  with  the  only 
daughter  of  a  United  States  Senator." 

"Do  you  know  who  you're  dancing 
with?" 

She    (interested) — "Why,   no." 

He    (walking  away) — "Nobody!" 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*  *       * 

Examiner:  "You  are  driving  a 
train.  Down  an  incline  you  exceed 
the   speed  limit.     What  do   you  do?" 

Student:  "Put  on  the  Westing- 
house  brakes!" 

Examiner:   "They  don't  act!" 

Student:  "Put  on  the  emergency 
brakes!" 

Examiner 

Student: 
sure!" 

Examiner:     "Th< 
grip  the  metals!" 

Student:     "Strew   sand!" 

Examiner:  "Sand  is  damp.  Won't 
pass  through  the  pipes.  What  do  you 
do  then?" 

Student:  "Nothing.  We  are  off 
the  incline  and  on  the  level  again  by 
now!" 

—Nebelspalter,  Zurich. 

It  is  understood  that  patriotic  New 
Yorkers  have  uncovered  the  existence 
of  a  prohibition  enforcement  ring. 
Prompt   action   is  promised. 

— New   Yorker. 

*  *       * 

Price  of  Freedom 

The  Governor  of  Texas  has  freed 
a  convict  whose  wife  gave  birth  to  trip- 
lets. Out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the 
fire,   as   it   were. — Calgary   Alberian. 


"They  don't   suffice!" 
'Reverse  the  steam  pres- 

wheels   refuse   to 


A  little  higher  in  price,  but- 

what  a  wonderful  difference 
a  few  cents  make 


Kitty — Dot  says  such  sweet  things  about  every  one. 

Katly — She  ought  to,  my  dear,  they've  been  aged  in  the  wood. 

— Punch  Bowl. 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


Mr.  George  Jean  Nathan,  who 
when  not  engaged  in  his  more  serious 
work  of  telling  everybody  where  to 
get  off  at,  finds  relaxation  in  writing 
for  Mr.  Hearst's  publications,  is  the 
author  of  "Women  Are  Playthings." 
Ah  there,  (as  the  editor  of  our  "In 
Our     Midst"     column     would     say) 

George!  — New   Yorker. 

*       *       * 

Resigned 

Ermytrude:  "They  tell  me  you 
love  music." 

Reginald:  "Yes,  but  never  mind; 
keep  on  playing." 

—  The  Sydney  Bulletin. 
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Criticisms  on   Style 
(Continued  from  pane  10.) 
bar.    In  six  minutes  they  were  empty.    So  he  went  on 
through  the  evening  with  ten  minute  intervals  for  refresh- 
ments. 

Peter  Feezle:  Oh,  what  a  gift  of  words!  Towards 
ten  o'clock  the  boys  usually  locked  him  up  in  the  cup- 
board where  Herman,  the  barber,  kept  his  shaving  mugs. 
There  he  would  ratt'e  merrily  on  but  his  speech  seemed 
somewhat  mellowed  by  being  sifted  through  the  stout 
oak  door.  One  night  when  he  was  released  we  found 
that  he  had  christened  each  of  the  mugs  with  a  lady's 
name  and  insisted  on  having  them  all  filled  and  toasting 
each  in  turn.  He  safely  negotiated  Madame  de  Pomp- 
ador,  the  thirteenth  mug,  but  Helen  of  Troy,  number 
twenty,  was  his  downfall. 

Joe  Catz  and  Dannie  Fallon:  These  collaborates  by 
reason  of  their  team  work  often  left  their  rivals  far 
behind.  They  stuck  together  to  the  end  giving  each  other 
suggestions  and  aid.  They  were  both  past  masters  at 
the  art  of  the  short  story. 

Conclusion:  Looking  back  I  cannot  but  regret  that 
the  good  old  days  are  gone.  I  feel  that  I  am  better  off 
for  my  constant  association  with  the  great  leaders  in  liter- 
ature of  my  time.  I  have  learned  many  things.  Chief 
among  them  is  this  lesson  for  the  younger  writers  who 
seem  to  be  struggkng  on  alone.  You  can  never  hope  to 
develop  a  really  successful  style  by  yourselves.  Camar- 
aderie was  the  spirit  of  the  old  days  and  look  at  Geefen, 
Heeler  and  Howdie.  True  fellowship!  My  mind  goes 
back  to  a   familiar   scene  of  struggling   genius.     Dannie 


College  Tours  to  Europe 


$330 


including  all 
necessary  expenses 

Under  Direction  of  Earl  B.  Hubbell 

Personally  conducted  36-day  tours  to  England, 
Scotland,  Holland,  Belgium  and  France,  within 
the  means  of  everyone. 

Visit  London,  British  Empire  Exhibition, 
Shakespeare's  Country,  Oxford,  Holland, 
Ostend,  Zeebrugge,  Brussels,  Paris,  Battle- 
fields of  the  Great  War  and  other  points. 
Extension  trips  may  be  taken  to  Rome  for 
the  Holy  Year  Celebrations,  to  the  Riviera, 
Scotland.  Ireland,  Switzerland,  Germany, 
Greece,  Palestine  and  the  capitals  of  Scan- 
dinavia. 

Sailings  from  Montreal  on 

Regina  -  Megantic  -  Doric  -  Canada 

June  6-13-20-27      July  4  -  11 

(and  from  New  York,  June  25) 

Come  with  us  this  year  and  enjoy  the  ben- 
efits of  last  year's  successful  College  Tour 
experience. 

For   full   details   call,   phone   or   write   Earl 

B.  Hubbell.  care  White  Star-Dominion  Line, 

41  King  St.  East,  Toronto, 

211   McGill  St.,  Montreal, 

286  Main  St.,  Winnipeg. 

Largest  steamers 
from  Montreal 


WHITE  STAR-DOMINION  LINE 
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Fallon  is  lying  on  his  back  on  the  floor  and  Joe  is 
pouring  down  his  throat  from  a  height  of  three  feet,  the 
drink  that  will  give  Dan  the  ward  championship  for  the 
year.    Young  writers,  get  together  and  help  one  another! 

—J.E.McD. 

*  *        * 

He  (trying  to  get  his  bearings) — How  do  we  get 
home  from  here? 

She  (very  nonchalantly) — Oh,  any  taxi  driver  knows 
the  way. 

He  (grimly) — That's  all  right;  I'll  ask  the  conductor. 
— Buffalo  Bison. 

A  Mouthful 

Alexandronova  Petropanvnitchka  Kossikorkovitchsky 
had  been  sobbing  for  three  days.  The  old  imbecile  man- 
of-law  had  told  her  of  the  death  of  her  lover. 

"Tell  me,  Serge,"  she  said,  "as  he  lay  dying  did  he 
murmur  my  name?" 

"Part  of  it,"  he  answered,  "groaning."        — Frivol. 

*  *       * 

A  crook  smuggled  an  old  saber  into  his  cell  and  in 
the  early  hours  of  the  morning  vainly  tried  to  hack  his 
way  through  the  bars  with  it,  but  he  aroused  the  guard 
and  was  given  an  extra  year  for  disturbing  the  peace 
and  mutilating  government  property.  Moral:  The  pen 
is  mightier  than  the  sword.  — Puppet. 

Putting  Rings  Around  Lardner 

Democrat  — ■  "Why  do  you  call  that  bell  boy 
'Saturn'?" 

Republican — "Because  he  never  shows  up  without 
two  rings.  — Puppet. 


Goblin 


43 


The  End  of  the  World- 
Postponed 

International  Millennium  Week  saw 
stiff  competition  for  interest  between 
Mr.  Reidt  of  Patchogue  and  Mrs. 
Rowan  of  Hollywood.  Now  that  the 
former  has  probably  abandoned  his 
idea  that  he  would  rather,  as  the  old 
saying  almost  goes,  be  himself  than 
president,  the  west  can  resume  its  almost 
exclusive  ownership  of  the  calendared 
doomsday  idea.  Robert  E.  Sherwood, 
the  Editor  of  Life,  tells  me  there  is  a 
hill  near  San  Diego  which  has  pro- 
vided a  pretty  profit  for  its  owners 
during  the  last  decade  because  of  its 
advantages  as  a  celestial  ascension 
ground.  Every  week  some  sect  rents 
it  for  millennium  use.  Frequently  pre- 
vious bookings  cause  a  readjustment  of 
astrologxal  computations.  Should  the 
Sons  and  Daughters  of  the  Advent  try 
to  rent  the  hill  for  a  private  wafting 
upward  on  a  privately  calculated  date, 
so  popular  has  become  the  spirit  of 
first-come-first-served,  that  the  Sons 
and  Daughters  are  usually  gracious 
enough  to  re-examine  the  Book  of 
Revelations  so  that  the  Reformed 
Disciples  of  the  King  may  keep  a  pre- 
viously  scheduled   tryst   with   heaven. 

The  Millerites  of  1 843  gave  Am- 
erica its  best  world-destruction  show. 
The  whole  country  was  affected  by 
Prophet  Miller's  promise  of  salvation 
and  chaos.  Two  or  three  hundred 
thousand     of     our     great-grandparents 


Pass  it  around 
after  every  meal. 
Give  the  family 
the  benefit  of  its 
aid  to  digestion. 
Cleans  teeth  too. 
Keep  it  always 
in      the     house.   R3J 

Costs  little -helps  much  " 
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RAJAH 

Particularly  built  for  the 
mar  who  vises  a  shaving 
stick,  but  equally  efficient 
with  6oap  or  cream. 
Unusual  value  at 
$1.50 


MOGUL 

A  bristle  brush  of  splen- 
did quality.  Made  for  the 
man  who  uses  a  mug  but 
just  as  satisfactory  with 
stick  or  powder. 

Exceptional  value  at 
$1.25- 


NABOB 

A   pure    badger   brush. 
Ideal  for  use  with  shaving 
cream  because  it  holds  an 
abundance  of  water. 
Unprecedented  value  at 


$3.00 

(7*nreyrV-iC7* 

(  SET    IN     RUB  BE  Fp 

jQather  $ rushes 


bought  white  ascension  robes  for  the 
event.  When  the  great  day  was  suc- 
ceeded by  a  normal  one  Miller  didn't 
lose  hope.  Instead  he  confessed  a 
mere  mechanical  mistake  in  reckonings 
and  proclaimed  the  big  day  would 
occur  in  October,  '44.  A  Millerite 
Temple  went  up  in  Boston.  Another 
was  acquired  in  Philadelphia.  Crowds 
jammed  the  streets  about  the  New 
York  headquarters.  Muslin  for  ascen- 
sion robes  could  be  bought  by  the 
bolt  or  in  the  latest  Parisian  models. 
Miller  found  staunch  supporters  by 
thousands  to  replace  back-sliders. 

Up  in  Springwater,  N.Y.,  the 
house  is  still  standing  where  Captain 
Pierce  entertained  the  faithful  on  the 
great  day.  Hundreds  stood  on  the 
lawn  waiting  to  be  lifted  as  the  sun 
went  down.  They  still  tell  the  story 
of  a  local    farmer   who   sat  on   a   hay 


stack  wa.ting  for  the  end.  Some  boys 
crept  up  unseen  and  set  fire  to  it  as 
the  old  fellow  dozed.  The  smoke 
wakened  him. 

"In  hell!"  he  cried.  "Just  as  I 
expected!" 

—  Van  B'bber  in  the  New  Yorker. 


Nurse:  "Whom  are  they  operating 
on  to-day?" 

Orderly:  "A  fellow  who  had  a 
golf  ball  knocked  down  his  throat  at 
the  links." 

Nurse:  "And  who's  the  man  wait- 
ing so  nervously  in  the  hall?  A  rela- 
tive?" 

Orderly:  "No,  that's  the  golfer. 
He's  waiting  for  his  ball." 

— Midnapore    Gazette. 
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NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW     DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NO\V    DO 


A  Terrible  Fate  Awaits  You 

if  you  don't  subscribe  to 

VANITY  FAIR 


you  won't  know  who's  who  or 
what's  what 

you'll  be  caught  short  on  dinner 
table  conversation 

you  won't  know  what  plays  to  pick 
or  whom  to  look  for  in  them 

you  won't  know  when  the  time 
changes  in  the  world  of  ideas 

why,  for  instance,  jazz  and  Charlie 

Chaplin  are  today  classic,  and  on 

what  chill  tomorrow  they  may  be 
vieux  jeux 

when  they  put  the  padlock  on 
D.  H.  Lawrence  and  when  they 
took  it  off  James  Joyce 

when  the  Russians  stopped  being 
chic  and  who  supplanted  them 

the  debutantes  will 
dodge  you  at  dinner 

the  stags  at  eve  will 
cut  in  on  someone 
more  amusing 

you'll  be  a  wet  rag, a 
dumb  bunny 

But  it's  not  too  late.  Curfew  doesn't  ring 
tonight.  The  order  blank  is  here.  Vanity 
Fair's  subscription  list  remains  open  .... 
Thank  heaven  there  is  still  time. 

10  issues  for  $2 

VANITY    FAIR 
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She:  'H  pt\v  &XXa  Tt  irpo- 
vpyiairtpov,  eiKpiKrjTos,  tlSti 
t6v  avTiypaipov  vtbrepov  rijs 
Vanity  Fair? 


IN     O 


Vanity  Fair,  Greenwich,  Conn. 
Dear  Vanity  Fair: 


Name, etc. 


Your  English  didn't  persuade  

z  me,  but  your  Boetian  is  irre- 

£  sistible.      Attached   find    two 

O  dollars  for  ten  issues.  

Q  Illustrations  copyright  by  Vanity  Fair 
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"Oh,  You're  Just  Too  Wonderful!" 

Near  the  wonderful  sea,  in  a  wonderful  glade 
I  chanced  on  this  wonderful,  wonderful  maid, 
With  such  wonderful  eyes  full  of  wonderful  light 
Like  the  wonderful  stars  on  a  wonderful  night, 
From  her  wonderful  feet  to  each  wonderful  curl 
What  a  wonderful,  wonderful,  wonderful  girl. 

From  the  wonderful  sea  rose  the  wonderful  moon 
While  a  wonderful  bird  trilled  a  wonderful  tune 
Of  a  wonderful  land  in  a  wonderful  clime 
Down  where  everyone's  out  for  a  wonderful  time. 
Then  her  lips  pressed  to  mine — oh,  the  wonderful  bliss 
Of  that  wonderful,  wonderful,  wonderful  kiss. 

From  her  wonderful  lips  came  a  wonderful  sigh 
And  a  wonderful  look  filled  her  wonderful  eye 
While  her  wonderful  hands  took  my  watch  and  my  rings, 
Ah,  she  whispered  such  perfectly  wonderful  things 
Of  a  wonderful  love  like  a  wonderful  fire — 
What  a  wonderful,  wonderful,  wonderful  liar! 

— Record. 
*       *       * 

"Well,   I  came  down  with   flying   colors,   anyway," 
said  the  painter  as  the  scaffolding  broke. — Lord  Jeff. 


Professor — "My  boy,  it  will  take  you  five  years  to 
sing  as  well  as  you  think  you  do  now." — Punch. 

*       *       * 

Mother-in-law — "Well,  here's  to  'Absent  Friends'." 

The  "Master" — (rather  peeved  at  the  vast  number  of 

wife's  relations  present) — "Good  Heavens.     Are  there 

any?"  — Punch. 


-La 


mpoon. 


A  thing  of  duty  is  a  bore  forever. 

*       *       * 

Quoth  a  stalwart  young  African  belle, 
"I  opine  that  I  look  rather  swell. 

I've  a  ring  in  my  nose. 

But  from  there  to  my  toes 
I  am  charmingly  au  nalurel." 

An  American  belle,  trig  and  svelt, 
Remarked,  "That  may  do  for  the  veldt; 

It's  warm  there,  I  guess, 

But  here  we  must  dress, 
A  few  inches  each  way  from  the  belt." 

— Purple  Cow. 


Where  People  Stay 

Courtesy  and  personal  care  in  service — the  centre 
of  everything  worth  while  in  the  city  —  super- 
excellent  cuisine. 


Vernon  G.  Cardy, 
Managing  Director. 


Direction:    United  Hotels 
Company  of  America. 


MOUNT  ROYAL  HOTEL 

Montreal 


'There's 
something 
about  them 


Tiff 


30/ir3ffQ! 


PW\    Herbert    . 

Tareyton 

London  Cigarettes 


For  your  Pipe 


#V^    Herbert    - 

lareyton 

LONDON 

SMOKING  MIXTURE 


Caution  is  a  great  asset  in  fishing,  especially  if  you  are  a  fish. 

— Lampoon. 

*  *       * 

"That's  a  nice  suit!" 

"Yes.    Very  fine!" 

"Will  you  give  me  the  address  of  your  tailor?" 

"Yes — if  you  won't  give  him  mine!" 

— Karikaturen,  Christiania. 

*  *       * 

Co:    "Don't  you  think  Connie  looks  spirituelle  in  that  gown?" 

Edna:    "Well,  I'll  admit  there  is  not  much  of  the  material 

about  her."  — The  Owl. 


LUNCHEON 

TEA 

DINNER 

A  LA  CARTE  SERVICE 

TELEPHONE  ADELAIDE  2440 

Laura  Mathilda  Tea 

Rooms 

Special  $  1 .00  Dinner 

Served  from  5.3C 

to  7.30  p.m. 

71  KING  STREET  WEST 
Cor.  King  and  Pay  Sts. 

TORONTO 
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Stretching  it 
too  far — 

If  they  only  had  more  in  com- 
mon   things    would   be    different. 

As  it  is,  things  are  strained — 
almost  to  the  breaking  point. 

And  all  because  the  man  is  a 
poor  provider. 

It  is  not  to  be  implied  that  he 
is  parsimonious.  He  is  merely 
thoughtless. 

He  overlooks  the  fact  that  he 
and  his  wife  are  in  thorough  ac- 
cord as  to  which  is  the  most  in- 
teresting magazine,  and  that  the 
lady  objects  to  cold  storage  lit- 
erature. 

Consequently,  when  there  is 
only  one  copy  of  True  Story 
Magazine  in  the  home,  a  state 
of  warfare  is  sure  to  exist. 

One  copy  of  True  Story  is 
more  incentive  to  divorce  than  a 
one-passenger   automobile. 

Don't  court  disaster.  Buy 
your  wife  a  copy  for  her  per- 
sonal use.  Then  you'll  be  al- 
lowed to  read  your  own  copy  in 
peace,  rather  than  in  pieces. 


Intelligence 

"I  notice  that  Mabel  has  an  infer- 
iority complex." 

"I  hate  those  foreign  cars,  don't 
you?"  — Sniper. 

*  *       * 

A   Helping   Hand 

Scene:  Suburban  Residence,  2 
i.m. 

She  (sotto  voce)  :  "Georgie,  dear, 
it's  a  burglar!" 

He:  "Sh-h-h,  don't  move.  Maybe 
he  can  get  that  window  up;  it's  the 
one  we  haven't  been  able  to  open  since 
the   painters    left."  — Life. 

*  *       * 
Instalments  Everywhere 

"Teddy's  buying  a  motor-car  on 
the  instalment  plan." 

"Yes,  and  if  he  doesn't  drive  more 
rarefully  than  he  has  been  doing, 
they'll  take  him  to  the  hospital  on  the 
same  plan."  — Kansas  City  Star. 

*  *       * 

"What  kind  of  letters  do  you  get 
from  your  sweetheart?" 

"Very  tame!" 

"Why  is  that?" 

"They  have  to  be  read  by  her 
mother  and  her  sister  and  her  two 
aunts  before  they  are  sent  to  me!" 

— Dorfbarbier,   Berlin. 

*  *       * 
Mathematical   Conundrum 
One  and  one  are  two, 

But  if  one  and  one  should  marry, 
How  is  it,  in  a  year  or  so, 

There's  two,  and   one   to  carry? 

— Judge. 

*  *       * 

Realism 

"I  say,  cook,"  said  five-year-old 
Marjorie.  who  was  feeling  hungry, 
"let's  play  that  I'm  an  awful-looking 
tramp.  I'll  ask  you  to  give  me  a  nice 
piece  of  pie,  and  you  get  frightened 
and  give  it  to  me." 

—  The  Progressive  Grocer. 

Lost  in  a  Maze 

"I  once  tried  to  teach  a  little  Ala- 
bama boy  to  speak  pure  Engl  sh," 
writes  Octavus  Roy  Cohen.  "I'll  never 
forget  the  despairing  way  he  said  to 
me  at  the  end  of  the  thirtieth  or  fort- 
eth  lesson:  'Dey  aren't  no  "ain't 
■ou,"  is  dey?  It's  "aren't  you,"  ain't 
it?'  " 

— Boston    Transcript. 

Experience 

Teacher:  "George,  give  me  a  sen- 
tence using  the  word  'satiate'." 

George  (after  a  pause)  :  "I  took 
my  sister  in  to  have  tea  at  the  con- 
fectioner's and  I'll  satiate  everything 
on  the  table."  — Navy  Log. 
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DOWN 


erica's  greatest 
Watch  value  sent  you 
for  only  $1.00  downl 
The  balance  in  easy 

monthly  payments.    The   famous   21- 

Jewel  Studebaker  Watch — 

Insured  For  a  Lifetime! 

You  may  choose  from  54  new  Art  Beauty  Cases 
and  8  handsome  dial  designs.  8  adjustments 
— to  the  second— for  heat,  cold,  isochronism  and 
5  positions.  Sold  direct  from  the  maker  at  lowest 
prices  ever  named  for  equal  quality.  Mail 
coupon  today  for  Free  Book  and  Special  Offer. 

Watch  Chain  FREE 

For  a  limited  lime,  we  are  offering 
a  beautiful  Watch  Chain  FREE. 
Write  now  while  this  offer  lasts. 

WnfTV  FOR  BOOR 

▼  ▼   *%•*  A  *■#    Mall  the  Coupon 


Send  at  once  and  (ret  a  copy  of  this  book— FREE !  See 
the  newest,  beautiful  advance  styles  in  Studebaker 
Art  Beauty  Cases  and  Dials.  Read  how  you  can  buy 
a  21 -Jewel  Studebaker  Insured  Watch  direct  from  the 
maker— save  big  money  — and  pay  for  it  in  easy 
monthly  payments.  Get  Free  Chain  offer  while  it 
lasts.    Mail  coupon  today. 

STUDEBAKER  WATCH  CO. 

rW^                  of  Canada  Limited 
Ai      DEPT.  H-175,  WINDSOR.  ONT. 
STUDEBAKER  WATCH  CO. 
of  Canada  Limited  _ 

I  Dent  H-175     Windsor,  Ontario  ■ 

r»rfl»mtn'     Please  send  me  your  Free  Book  of  ■ 
Advance  Watch  Styles'and  par&ularsof  your»1.00  ■ 
I  down  offer. 
Name _ 

|   Address I 

LCitv Province | 
■  ■■■  MM  Wm  BHQ  KM  MM  MB 


Sympathy 

Full  of  good  spirits,  he  was  wend- 
ing his  way  unsteadily  homewards 
from  his  club  at  2  a.m.  As  he  passed 
a  large  west-end  emporium  he  glanced 
in  at  one  of  the  windows,  and  observ- 
ed a  large  dummy  figure  bearing  a 
card,   "Reduced  to  21s." 

"Poor  old  feller!"  he  said  sym- 
pathetically. "All  the  same,  I've  been 
reduced  to  less'n  that  myself,  manysh 
the   time."  — The    Tatler. 


£  Super  Heterodyne 


THE    set  that  brings  in  far  distant  stations   without 
ground  connections  or  aerials — that  gets  the  station 
you  want — gets  it  always  at  the  same  marked  spot — 
gets  it  simply — clearly! 

Super-sensitiveness — super-selectivity — faithful  repro- 
duction and  portability  are  the  outsanding  features  of  the 
Radiola  Super-Heterodyne. 

UV-199  RADIOTRONS 

No  unsightly  storage  batteries — Radiola  Super-Hetero- 
dyne is  equipped  with  the  famous  UV-199  Radiotrons — the 
most  efficient  dry  cell  tube  manufactured. 

Radiola  Super-Heterodyne  is  designed  specifically  for 
use  in  thickly  populated  districts  where  the  erection  of  an 
antenna  is  out  of  the  question,  and  where  near-by  broad- 
casting stations  interfere  with  ordinary  sets. 

Radiola  Super-Heterodyne  (second 
harmonic)  with  separate  Radiola  loud 
speaker,  head  telephones  and  six  UV-199 

Radiotrons,  but  without  batteries $324.00 

Same  as  above,  but  without  Radiotrons 

or  loud  speakers $276.00 

RADIOLA  III-A 

Complete  with  four  UV-199 
Radiotrons,  ear  telephones, 
loud  speaker,  complete 
except  batteries  and 
antenna $98.00 


A  Canadian  General 
Electric  Product 


